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Mrs. Anne Page. 
Shallow, a Country Juſtice. | 
Slender, Couſin to Shallow, a fooliſh Country Squire. 


Mr. Page, | : 
Mr. For K two Gentlemen, dwelling at Windſor, 


Sir Hugh Evans, a Welch Pgr/on, 

Dr. Caius, a French Doctor. 

Hoſt of the Garter, a merry talking Fellow, 
1 5 

Piſtol Sbar pers attending on Falſtaff, 
Nym, 

Robin, Page to F aINaff. 

William Page, a Boy, Son o Mr. Page. 
Sitnpte, Servant to Slender. 

Rugby, Servant to Dr. Caius. 


Mrs. Page, IWife to Mr. Page. 
Mrs, Ford, Wife to Mr. Ford. 


Mrs. Anne Page, Daughter to Mr. Page, in Love with 
Fenton. 1.7 1 — 4 i — 


Mrs. Quickly, Servant to Dr. Caius, 


Servants to Page, Ford, &c. 


SCENE FIND $0 R. 


Eni 


„ 


ra- 
Merry Wives of Windſor. 


AT I. 8 GE NE 1. 
Enter Juſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh 


Evans. 


SHALL OW, | 
IR Hugh, perſuade me not; I will make a Star- 
Chamber matter of it: if he were twenty Sir Jobn 
Falſtaſſs, he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, Eſq; 
Slen. lu the county of Gleueelier, Juſtice of peace, and 


Coram. 
2 Put couſin Slender, and coſtalorum. 

, and Rato-Jorum tag ; aud a gentleman born. 

* vl bn, who writes himſelf Armigerq, in any bill, 

warrant, quittance, or obligation, Armigero. 


Shal. Ay, hat 1 de, 40d hare dove apy time theſe there 
hundred years. _ 

 Slen, All his ſacceſſors, gone before bim, have don't; and 
all his anceſtors, that come after him, may; * _ give 
a * loges in their coat. 

t is an old coat... 

82 The dozen. white lowſhy 40 become an old cont 
well; it re er hen te man, 
and bgnifes love 

Slen, Tha be ho Gab, te bby 
coat. 

Slen, I may quarter, cox. 1 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 


"UF e if be quarters iti. 


28. Cs De FGETS 
three ſkirts for _— in wy ſimple capjec- 
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tures ; but that is all one: if Sir John Falſtaff have commit- 
ted diſparagements upon you, I am of the church, and will 
be glad to do my benevolence, to make atonements and 
compromiſes between you. | 

Shal. The council ſhall hear it; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the council hear of a riot; there is 
no fear of Got in a riot : the council, look you, ſhall de- 
ſire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; take 
you viza-ments in that. 

Shal. Ha! o' my life, if I were young again, the ſword 
ſhould end it. 

Eva. It is petter that friends is the ſword, that end it; 
and there is alſo another device in my prain, which perad- 
venture prings good diſcretions with it : there is Anne Page, 
which is daughter to maſter Thomas Page, which is pretty 
virginity. 

Slen. Miſtreſs Anne Page ? ſhe has brown hair, and ſpeaks 
like a woman. ; 

Eva. It is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as juſt as you 
will deſire ; and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and gold, 
and filver, is her grand-fire upon his death-bed (Got deliver 
to a joyful reſurrections) give, when ſhe is able to overtake 
ſeventeen years old : it were a good motion, if we leave our 


pribbles and prabbles, and deſire a marriage between maſter 


Abraham, and miſtreſs Anne Page. 
Slen. Did her grand-fire leave her ſeven hundred pound. 
Eva, Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 
Slen, I know the young gentlewoman : ſhe has good 
gifts. 
Eva. Seven hundred pounds, and poſſibility is goot gifts. 
Shal. Well; let us ſee honeſt Mr. Page: is Falſtaff there? 
Eva. Shall I tell you a lye? I do deſpiſe a Iyar as I do 
deſpiſe one that is falſe ; or as I deſpiſe one that is not true. 


The knight, Sir John is there ; and I beſeech you be ruled | 
by your well-wiſhers. I will peat the door [knocks] for ma- 


ſter Page. What hoa ? Got bleſs your houſe here. 

Enter Mr, Page. 7 

Page. Who's there ? W 
Eva. Here is Got's pleſſing, and your friend, and juſtice 
Shallow ; and here's » ſter Slender; that peradven- 
tures ſhall tell yo 8 
likings, * 


| 
f matters grow to your, 


he 


Ein 


= 
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Page. T am glad to ſee your worſhip's well: 1 thank you 
for my veniſon, maſter Shallow, 

Shal. Maſter Page, I am glad to ſee you ; mach good do 
it your good heart; I wiſt'd your veniſon better; it was ilt 
kill'd. How doth good millreſs Page? And I thank you al- 
ways with my heart, la; with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

Shal. Sir, I thank yon; by yca Py no ] do. 

Page. I am glad to ſee you, good maſter Slender. 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, Sir ? I heard fay, 
he was out- run on Cotſale. 

Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. 

Slen. You'll not confefs, you U not confeſs. 

Shal. That he will * "tis your d eis your fault ; 
"tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur, Sir. 

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair . ean there be 

more ſaid? he is good and fair, Is Sir John Falſtaff here? 

Page. Sir, he's within; and 1 would 3 * . good 
office between you. 5 

Eva. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeak, 1.8 

Shal. He hath wrong'd me, maſter Page. hal 

Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confeſs it. 4. 

Shal. If it be confeſs, it is not redrefs'd ; is not that'ſo, 
maſter Page? He hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, at 4 


* word he hath, believe me, Robert * . fakth, 


he is wrong d. 
. Here comes Sir John. 6 n 294571 


Enter Sir John Falſtaff, Bardolgh, Nym * ids. 


Fal. Now, . maſter ation. you'll complatef of me to the 
king ? 
Shal. Knight, you kove beaten my men, ** my deer, 
and broke open my lodge. | 

Fial. But not kiſ'd your kceper's daughter. 

Shal. Tut, 'a pin; this ſhall be anſwer'd, 

Fal, I will anſwer it ſtraight : I have done all this. 
That is Bow apſwer d. b 
Shal. The council ſhall know this. 
Fal. Twere better for you iF i were hoe | in council ; 


Vow be laugh'd at. 


Eva, Puuca verba, * yy gel alt. 


—— — — — —1 2 — 7rdn ——— — i 
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tures ; but that is all one: if Sir John Falſtaff have commit- 
ted diſparagements upon you, I am of the church, and will 


be glad to do my beneyolence, to make atonements and 
compromiſes between you. 


Shal. The council ſhall hear it ; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the cel hear of a riot; there is 
no fear of Got in a riot : the council, look you, ſhall de- 
ſire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; take 
you viza-ments in that. 

Shal. Ha! of my life, if I were young again, \the ſword 
Mould end it. 

Eva. It is petter that friends is the ſword, that end it; 
and there is alſo another device in my prain, which perad- 
venture prings good diſcretions with it : there is Anne Page, 
which is daughter to maſter Thomas Page, which is pretty 
virginity, 

Slen. Miſtreſs Anne Page? ſhe bas brown hair, and ſpeaks 
like a woman. 3 

Eva. It is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as juſt as you 
will deſire ; and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and gold, 


and ſilver, is her grand-fire upon his death-bed (Got deliver 


to a joyful reſurrections) give, when ſhe is able to overtake 
ſeventeen years old : it were a good motion, if we leave our 


pribbles and prabbles, and deſire a marriage between maſter, 


Abraham, and miſtreſs Anne Page. 
Slen. Did her grand-ſire leave her ſeven hundred pound. 
Eva, Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 


gifts. 


Shal. Well; let us ſee honeſt Mr. Page: is Falſtaff there? 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lye? I do deſpiſe a lyar as I do 
deſpiſe one that is falſe ;*or as I deſpiſe one that is not true. 
The knight, Sir John is there; and I beſeech' you be ruled 
by your well-wiſhers, I vill peat the door [knocks] for ma- 
ſter Page. What hoa ? Got bleſs your houſe here. . 

Enter Mr. Page. F 

Page. Who's there: n * 80 

Eva. Here is Got's pleſſing. dh Your lend, and joftice 
Shallow ; and here's 2 lter Slender; that eradven- 
tures ſhall tell ** 2 2 — A matters s grow t to your, 
likings,' - S. | 


Slen, 1 know the young gentlewoman : ſhe has good 


Eva. Seven We pounds, and poſſibility is goot gifts, 


he 
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. Pige I am glad to ſee your worſhip's well: "ek fe * 
| for 2 veniſon, maſter Salle op. 
| Maſter" Page, I am glad to fee you ; wack eats 


it your Meer vid d your veniſon better; it was IF 
kill'd. How doth good millreſs Page ? And 1 | thask | you 11. 


6 ways with my heart, la; with my heart. 

. Page. Sir, I thank vos. n | 

: Shal. Sir, I thank yon; by yea 0 do. _ 
Page. I am glad to ſee you, gobd maſter kv" 

) slen. How does your fallow greyhouad, Sir? | bel fg, 

he was out-run on Cotſale. Mets | 

] Page. It could not be judg'd. ee e et 

- Slen. You'll not confefs, yon on ' II not eme ſs. "Rad v8. 

; Sbal. That he will got, "tis Jour” . "tis your file ; 

7 un good dog. 1 26 17% nn | e 157 . 
- Pape. A car,” Nr. "ke 5.175 Wl Gny ee " 

g Shal. gr, $0 » good dag, nod Rn e Beg 

F more ſaid'? he is good and fair. Is Sir john Falſtaff here 2. e 

1 Page. . 1 would I coold"46 x good 

x office between you. ay AS. . „e 

r Eva. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians 'vaght to ſpeak; MG e, 

e Shal. He hath wrong'd me, maſter Page. mr 7 

r Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confeft it!” 21 1 

r  Shal If it be cbnft fs d. it is not redrefi'd 7" is hot that ſo, 


F maſter Page? He hath wrong'd me. indeed he bath” at 4 
word he hath,” believe de, Nobert Shallow. _ faith, 


| be is ogg. ai n eng nels GS, 2 «we 
1 Page. Here bohgies Sr Sm" n 
| 4617 7 SF 49% SUD 7 44 405 . * 
N f ente . Joko- Falſtaf, Bardolphy, Nym Wen 
> Fal. Now, . maſter Shallow, youll complain ef be te the , 
q * | 
4 - Shal. Knight; * Love besten wog —. e my deer, . 
1 and broke open my lodge. | OY 
- F. F n 
9 bal. Tütg à pim ; W —<opbghr=, 6 8; Is 17 
Fal. I will anſwer a 7 haredove al lt "4A 
That is W anſwer '. 2 i ae. * 914 | a | 
e "Bhat: ® 8 * 3 en 
5 Fat. re betrer fol yon if it were wn g; 


* 3 be 1 4-4 at. 3 "a . * 
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Fal. Good worts ? Good cabbage. Slender, I broke your 
head : what matter have you againſt me ? 

Slen. Marry Sir, I have matter in my head againſt you, 
and againſt your cony-catching raſcals, Bardolph, Nym and 
Piſtol, 

Bar. You Banbury cheeſe. 

Sten. Ay, it is no matter. 

Piſt. How now, Mephoſtophilus ? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. | 

Nym. Slice, I ſay, pauca, pauca : Slice, that's my hu- 
mour. 

Slen. Where's Simple, my man? Can you tell, Couſin ? 

Eva. Peace, I pray you; now let us underſtand ; there 
is three, umpires in this matter, as I underſtand ; that is, 
maſter Page, fidelicet, maſter Page; and there is myſelf, fide- 
licet, myſelf; and the three party is, * and finally. 
mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Mr. Page. We three to hear it, and end it between them. 

Eva. Ferry goot ; I will make a prief of it in my note 
book, and we will afterwards ork upon the cauſe with as 
great diſcreetly as we can, 

Fal. Piſtol. | 

Piſt. He hears with ears. 

Eva. The tevil and his tam; what phraſe i is this, he hears 
with ear? Why it is affeQations. 

Fal. Piſtol, did you pick maiter Slender's purſe ? 

Slen. Ay, by theſe gloves he did, or I would I might 
never come in mine own great chamber again elſe, of ſeyen 
groats in mill-ſixpences, and two Edward ſhovel-boards, that 
coſt me two ſhilling and two pence a-picce, of Lead Mer ; ; 
by theſe gloves. : 

Fal. Is this true, Piſtol ? 

Eva. No; it is falſe, if it is a pick-purſe. 

Piſt. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ; Sir John, and maſter 
mine, I combate challenge of this Latin bilboe : Word of 
denial in thy Labras here; word of denial ; froth and . 
thou ly 't. 

Slen. By theſe gloves, then 'twas he. 1 

Nym. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good humours : I will ay 
marry trap with you, if you run the nut- hooks humour on 
me ; that is the very note of it. 


Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it; for 


6 


n 
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tho” I cannot remember what 1 did when you made me 
drunk, yet I am not altogether an aſs. 

Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and John? 

Bard, Why, Sir, for my part, I ſay, the gentlemarr had 
drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences, a 

Eva. It is his five ſenſes : fy, what the ignorance is? 

Bard, And being fap, Sir, was, as they ſay, cafhier'd ; 
and fo concluſions paſt the car-eires. 

Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but 'tis no mar- 
ter; I'll ne'er be drunk whilſt T live again, but in honeſt, 
civil, godly company for this trick; if I be drunk, I'll be 
drunk with thoſe that have the fear of God, and not with 
drunken knaves. 

Eva. So Got udge me, this is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. Tou hear all theſe matters deny'd, gentlemen, you 
hear it. 

Enter Mrs. Anne Page, with wine. 

2 Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we'll drink 
within. 

Slen. Oh heaven! this is Mrs. „ Page. 

Enter Miſtreſs Ford and Mie Page. 
Page. How now, miſtreſs Ford. 
Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, by my troth you are very oo met ; 


dy your leave, good miſtreſs. 


Page. Wife, bid theſe gentlemen eee come, we 
have a hot veniſen paſty to dinner: come, gendlemen; 'T 
hope we ſhall drink down all unkindnefs. ' F 

5 [Ex. Fal. Page, &c. 
| Manent Shallow, Evans and Slender. 

Slon. I had rather than forty ſhillings, * my book of 
ſongs and ſonnets here. 

Enter Simple. | 
How now, Simple, where have you' been ? — wait on 
myſelf, muſt 1? Tou have not the book e about 
you, have yon? n 

Simp. Book of Riddles !| why, did ein if to 
Alice Short-cake upon 8 laſt, a wy 8 afore 
Michaelmas? 

Shal. Come coz, come cox; we ſtay for you: 2 word 
with you; con: marty this, coz ; there is, as twere a ten- 
der, a kind of tender, e r * 
vou underſtaud me? d 

B 2 
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Slen. Ay Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable: if it be fo, I 
ſhall do that that is reaſon, 

Shal. Nay, but underſtand me. 

Slen. So I do, Sir, | 

Eva. Give car to his motions, Mr. Slender: I will de- 
ſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my couſin Shallow ſays : I pray 
you pardon me: he's a juſtice of peace in his country, 
Gmple tho? I ſtand. here. 

Eva. But that is not the queſtion ; the queſtion is eon- 
cctning your marriage. 

Shal. Ay, there's the point, Sir. , 
Eva. Marry is it ; the very point of it, to Mrs. Anne 
Page. x 
Slen. Why, if it de fo, I will marry her upon any rea- 
ſonable demands. 

Eva. But can you affeQtion. the oman? Let us wed 
to know that of your mouth, or of your lips: for divers 
philoſophers hold, that the lips is parcel of the mouth: 
therefore preciſely, .can' you marry | your good will to the 
maid ? 

Shal. Couſin hs wn Slender, can you hong! her ? 

Slen. I hope, Sir; I will do as it ſhall become one mas 
rr do reaſon. 

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you muſt ſpeak 
poſſitable, if you can carry her your deſires towards her, 

Shal. That you mult ; 166 
Will you, upon good dowry, warry her ? 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that upon your re- 
queſt, couſin, in any reaſon. wt 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, yp 5 coz, — 1 
do, is to pleaſure you, coz; can you love the maid ? 

Slen, I will marry: her, Sir, at your requeſt: but if there 
be no great love in the beginning, yet heav'n may decreaſe 
it upon better acquaintance, when we are marry'd. and have 
more occaſion to know one another; I hope upon familiarity 
will grow more content: but if you fay, marry her, I will 
marry her, that I am freely diffolved, and diffolutely. _. 
Eva. It is a ferry diſcretion anſwer ; fave the fall is in 
th? ort diſſolutely: the ort is according to 1 re- 
ſolutely; his meaning is. good. TAP 

Shal. Ay, I.chitk wy coulin meant well. 


wo 
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Slen. Ay, or elſe I would I might be hang'd, la. 

Enter Mrs. Anne Page. 

Shal. Here comes fair Mrs. Anne : would I were 
Young for your ſake, miſtreſs Anne. 

Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father deſires your 
worſhip's company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair miſtreſs Anne. 

Eva. Od's pleſſed will, I will not be abſence at the grace. 

[Ex. Shallow and Evans, 

Anne. Will't pleaſe your worſhip- to come in, Sir ? 

Slen; No, I thank you forſooth heartily, Þ am very 
well. 

Anne. The dinner attends you, Sir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forſooth : go, 
ſirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my couſin 
Shallow; a juſtice of peace ſometime may be beholding to- 
His friend for a man. I keep but three men and a boy yet, 
till my mother be dead; but what * yet L live a poor 
gentleman born. 

Anne. 1 may not go in without your worſhip; they wilt 
not fit *till you come. 

Slen. I'faith, I'll eat nothing; I thank you as much as 
though I did: 

Anne. I pray you, Sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you: T bruis' d my 
ſhin th' other day, with playing at ſword and dagger with a- 
maſter of fence, three veneys for a diſh of ſtew'd prunes, and 
by my troth I cannot abide the ſmell of hot meat ſince.“ 
Why do your dogs bark ſo? be there bears i'th' town? 

Anne. I think there are, Sir, I heard them talk'd of. 

Slen. I love the ſport well, but I ſhall as ſoon quarrel at 
it as any man in England; Lou are afraid-if you fee the 
dear looſe, are yon not? Na 

Anne. Ay indeed, Sir. % 

Sim. That's meat and drink to me now; F have ſeen 
Sack erſon looſe twenty times, and have taken him by the 
chain; but, F warrant youy the womer have fo cry'd/and' 
ſtriekt at it, that it paſt : but women indeed cannot abide 
'<m, they: are very ill · favour & rough things: 

Eur Mr. Page: ie 

Page. Come, gentle Me. Slender, come; we ſtay. fber 
ou. 1 
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Slen. I'll cat nothing, I thank you, Sir. 
Page. By cock and 75e 1 ſhall not t ar ; ; — 
g o me. 
Slen. Nay, pray you lead the way. 
Page. Come on, Sir. 
Slen. Miſtreſs Anne, yourſelf ſhall go br. 
Anne. Not TI, Sir, pray you keep on.” 
Slen. Truly I will not go firſt, truly-la: I will not do 
you that wrong. 
Anne, I pray you, Sir. 1 
Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly ins e ; you 
do yourſelf wrong, indeed-la. AS [Exeunt, 


SCENE * 


Enter Evans and simple. 


Es. Go your ways, aud all of doctor Caivs kae which 
is the way; and there dwells one miſtreſs Quickly, which is 
in the manner of his nurſe, or. his dry nurſe, or his Wes, 
or his laundry, bis waſher, and his ringer. 

Simp. Well, Sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet; give her this letter; for it 
is a *oman that altogethers acquaintance with miſtreſs Anne 


Page; and the letter is to deſire and require her to ſollicit 


your maſter's deſires to Mrs, Anne Page: I pray you be 
gone ; I will make an end of wy n 8 


Kaan. * 0 gee 1 Excunt. 


s c E N E II. : 
Euter Falſtaff, Hoſt, Bardolpb, Nym, Piſto! and Robin. 


Fel. Mine Hoſt of the Gartr... 
Hoſt, What ſays my bully Rooke? freak dolly, 0 
n N 47 We. 


Fal. Truly, e 08 RO ee 


followers. dane 2 


- Hoſt. Piſa, in Hera, cali; de men * 


b ess Hi hee deen * 

Fal. 1 fe 4 ten pounds amitth. f F | 7 

; Hoft; Thou'rt an emperon Caeſar. Keiſar and * 
1 entertain * he will e he will tap ;- 9 | 


s 


— 
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Fel. Do ſo, good mine Hoſt. ; 

Hoſt. I have ſpoke, let him follow; let me ke: thaw froth 
and live: I am at a word; follow, | . [Exit Hoſt: 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him, a tapſter is a — trade; an 
old eloke makes à new jerkin; a wither'd ſerving-man, a 
freſh tapſter; go, adieu. | 

Bard. It is a life that I bare debe'd : I vill thrive. 

{ Exit Bard. 

pid. 0 baſe, ne wichd wile thou the ſpigot wield 2 

Nym. 3 un in drink.s in not the humour con- 
ceited? | 
Fal. ( Hedahends his 
thefts were too open, his filehing was like an unſkilful ys 
cr, he kept not time. 

Nym. The good humour is to ſteal at a miinute's reſt. | 

Pit, 2 me it call: ſteal? 1 a fico for the 
phraſe. | a 2 
Fal. wan. 8 f am almoſt. est at bed. "uv 
Piſt, Why then let kibes enſue. | 4 | 


Fal. There is no 3 1 muſt 8 I moſt 
ſhift. 


Piſt. Young ravens. wuſt — bod. 1 15. 

Fal. Which of you/know Ford of this town? 

Piſt. I ken the wight, he is of ſubſtaner good. 

Fal. My honeſt lads, I will tell yon what 1 am e 

Piſt. Two yards and more. | 

dial: No quips now, Piſtol : indeed I am in the waſte two 
yards about; but I am now about no waſte, I am about 
thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford's. wife: 1 
ſpy entertainment in her; ſhe difcounſes, | ſhe carves, ſhe 
gives the leer of invitation; I can-canſirae the action af her 
familiar ſtile, and the bhardeſt woiee of ther behaviour, to be 
engliſh'd, right, is, 1 am Sir John # S014 BH $514 

Piſt. He hath ſtudy'd het will, unn _ . 
out of honeſty into Engliſh. a "F< au tf 
» Nym. The anchor is deep; will Wes Cant 1 5 

Fal. Now, the report goes, The: bas all che rule of ber 
huſband's purſe: be hath» a legion of angels 

Piſt. As many devils entertain; zud to her, hoy, ſay- ry 

_ The humonir'» riſks ; 4 is good; humour. me the 

Mw: » $1.4 $4, k ans. 
d. Lav ak we hae Jetie ter; ale. 
89 
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ther to Page's wife, who even now gave me good eyes too, 
examin'd my parts with moſt [judicious iliads; ſometimes the 
beam of her view guided my foot, Ae: my Py 
belly. 

Piſt. Then did the fun- on dunghill ſine, 

Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

Fal. O ſhe did fo courſe o'er my exteriors with ſuch a 
greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did ſeem to 
ſcorch me up like à burning glaſs: here's another letter to 
her; ſhe bears the purſe too; ſhe is a region in Guiana, all 
gold and bounty. I will be cheaters to them both, and they 
ſhall be exchequers to me; they ſhall be my Eaſt and Weſt- 
ladies, and I will trade to them both. Go, bear thou this 
letter to miſtreſs Page, and thou this to miſtreſs Ford : we 
will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 

Piſt. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy beeome; 

And by my fide wear ſteel? Then Lucifer take all. | 

Nym. I will run no baſe humour: here take the humour- 
letter, I will keep the haviour of reputation: 

Fal. Hold, Sirrah, bear you theſe letters righthy, 

Sail like my pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. 
Rogues, hence, avaunt, vaniſh like hail:ſtones ;- go, 
Trudge, plod away o'th* hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack: 
Falſtaff will learn the honour of the age, | 
Freneh thrift, you rogues, myſelf, and ſkirted Page. 
[Exit Falftaff and Boy. 

Piſt. Let vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd, and Fu 
holds; and high and low beguiles the rich and poor. 
Teſter I'll have in pouch- when thou ſhalt lack, 
Baſe Phrygian Turk, 

Nym. I have operations, 
Which be bumours of revenge? 

Piſt, Wilt thou revenge? 

Nym. By Welkin and her ſtar. | | 

Piſt. With wit, or ſteel ? | | 3 

Nym. With both the humours, I: - 
J will diſcuſs the humour of this love to Ford. 

Piſt. And I to Page ſhall eke unfold: 

How Falſtaff, varlet vile, | 
His dove will prove, ' his gold will hold; y 18 
And his ſoft couch defile. 


Nym. My humour ſhalb not cool ; Rwill incenſe For to- 
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deal. with poiſon, I will poſſeſs him with yellowneſs, for the 


revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true humour. 
Piſt. Thou art the Mars of, male-contents: I ſecond thee; 
troop on. [ Excunt. 


SCE N E IV. 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 


Quic. What, John Rugby! I pray thee go to the caſement, 
and ſee if you can ſee my maſter, maſter doctor Caius, com- 
ing; if he do, i'faith, and find any body in the houſe, here 
will be an old «buſing of GoC's bang. and the king's 
Engliſh. *# U 
Rug. ru go watch. | [Exit Rugby. 

Quic. Go, and we'll have a | poſlee for't ſoon at night, in 
faith, at the latter end of a ſea - coal fire: an honeſt, willing, 
kind fellow, as ever ſervant ſhall come in bouſe withal, and 
] warrant you no tell- tale, ner. no breed · bate ; his worſt fault 
is that he is given to pray'r, he is ſomething peeviſh that 
way; but no body but bas his fault; but let — 
Peter Simple you ſay your name is. 

Simp. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quic. And maſter Slender's your maſter ? 

Simp. Ay, forſooth. _, , 

Quic- Does he ot wear e gret round dard, like» das 


z 


er's pairing-knife ? vl: wt 


Simp. . No, forſoath ; he hath but 'Y little, wee face, on 
a little yellow beard, a cane colour'd beard, inn 

Quic. A foftly-ſprighted man, is he not? 

Simp. Ay, forfooth ; but he is as tall a man of his bands, 
as any is between this and his hou; he bath, fought with a 
WAarrener. | a God 0 0 

Quic. How Gat you? "ob, 1 ſhould 8 Sons 
he not hold up his head, as it wens nde in his gate? 

Simp. Yes indeed does hee. 

Quic. Well, Heav'n. ſend Anne Page no; worſe fortpre. 
Tell maſter parſon Evans, I will do what I can for your ma- 


ſter : Anne is a good girl, and 1 1. vie) 
G Enter Rugby. e VL FOI 
Rug. Out; alas! here comes my maſter. 526 100 


Quic. We ſhall all be ſnent; run in here, good young 
man . g into this eloſet; [Shuts Simple iu the claſtti]. He 
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will not ſtay long. What, John Rugby! John! what John, 
I ſay ; go John, go enquire for my maſter, I doubt he be 
not well, that he comes not home: and down, down, a- 
town's, &c. 4, 8 


Enter Doctor Caius. 


Caius. Vat is you ſing? I do not like des toys; pray 
you go and vetch me in my cloſet, un boitier verd ; a box, 
r green-a box; do intend vat I ſpeak? a green-a box. | 

Quic. Ay forſoor, IH fetch it you. . 
I am glad he went not in himfelf; if be tad found the 
young man, he would have been Bois. d. 

Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe, ma foi. Tl fait fort cheud, J men 
weie a la cour la grande affair. 

Quic. Is it this, Sir? 

Caius. Ouy, mette le an mon pocket, deptch Quickly: ; 
Ver is dat knave Rugby? 
| - Quic. What, John Rugby * Jaw? | * . 

"Rug. Here, Sir. 1 . 

Caius. Yon are John Rugby. ey you are _ Rugby; 
come, take - a your rapier, and come after my heel to 4 
court. | 

Rug. Tis ready, Sir, here in the portch. 

Caius. By my trot I tarry too long: od's me: Dur ay 
Je oublie : dere is ſome ſimples in my cloſet, r 
for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 

Quie. Ay-me, he'll find the young man chere, -_ * 
; 2 

Caius. O Diable diable ; vat is in my cloſet? 

Yilaine, Larron ! Rugby, my r. | 

Quie. Good maſter, be content. 

Caius. Wherefore ſhould I be content-a? 

Quie. The young man is an honeſt man. 5 

Caius, What ſhall de honeſt man do in my cloſer ? a 
is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſer. 

Quic. I beſeech yon be not ſo flegmatic ; hear the truth 
of it. He came of an errand to me from 22 Hugh. 

Caius. Vell. | 

Simp. Ay forſooth, to defire her to 

Quic. Peace, IT pray ou. 

Caius. Peace · a your tongue, ſpeak-a your tale. 
Simp. To deſire this honeſt, gentle woman, your maid, to 
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ſpeak a good word to miſtreſs Anne Page for my * 


the way of marriage. 


Quic, This is all indeed-la ; but I'll ac'er put my finger 
in the fice, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh ſend-a-you? Rugby, ballow me 1 
paper; tarry you a little-a-while. 

Quic. I am glad he is fo quiet; if he had been throughly 
moved, you ſhould have heard him fo loud, and fo melan- 
choly : but notwithſtanding, man, I'll do fo! your maſter 
what good I can; and the very yea, and the no is, the 
French doctor my maſter, I may call him my maſter, look 
you, for I keep his houſe, and I waſh, wring, brew, bake, 
ſcour, dreſs meat and drink, make the beds, and do all my- 
ſelf. 


Simp. Tis a great charge to come under one body's 
band. 

Quic. Are you a-vis'd o' that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge, and to be up early, and down late. But notwith- 
ſtanding, to tell in your ear, I would have no words of it, 
my maſter himſelf is in love with miſtreſs Anne Page ; but 
notwithſtanding that, I know Anne's mind, that's neither 
here nor there. 

Caius. You, jack'nape ; give'a this letter to Sir Hugh, by 
gar it is a ſhallenge : 1 will cut his troat in de parke, and L 
will teach a ſcurvy jack-a-nape prieſt to meddle or make 
You may be gone, it is not good you tarry here; by gar L 
will cut all his two ſtones, by gar, he ſhall not have a ſtone 
to trow at his dog. [Exit Simp. 

Quic. Alas, he ſpeaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter' a ver dat; do you not tell -a me 
dat J ſhall have Anne Page for myſelf? by gar, I will Kill 
de jack preeſt; and I have appointed mine Hoſt, of de Jar- 


tere to meaſure our weapon ; gar I will e have Anne 

Pages, gigs: 

muſt give folks leave to prate ; what the | good-jer, _ 

Rugby, come to the court with me ; by gar, ifT 

have ot Anne Page, I ſhall turn your head out of my door ; 

follow my heels, Rugby. [Ex. Caius and Rugby. 
Quic. You ſhall have An fools-head of your own. No, 

I know Anne's mind for that; never a woman in Windſor 
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knows more of Anne's mind than 1 do, nor can do more 
than I do with her, I thank heav'n. 
Fent. [within] Who's within there, hoa ? 
Quic. Who's there, I trow ? come near the houſe, I pray 
vou. 

Enter Mr. Fenton. 

Fent. How now, good woman, how doſt thou? 

Quic. The better that it pleaſes your good worſhip to 
alk. * 

Fent. What news ? how does pretty miſtreſs Anne ? 

Quic. In truth, Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 
gentle, and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by 
the way, I praiſe heav'n for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good think'ſt thou ? ſhall I not loſe 
my ſuit? 

Quic. Troth, Sir, all is in his hands above; - but not- 
withſtanding, maſter Fenton, I'll be ſworn on a book ſhe 
loves you: have not your worſhip a wart above your 
eye? | 

Fent. Yes, marry have T; and what of that ? 

Qnic. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, it is ſuch 
another Nan; but, I deteſt, an honeſt maid as ever broke 
bread ; we had an hour's talk of that wart: | T'ſhall never 
laugh bur in that maid's company! but, indeed, ſhe is oy 
too much to Aicha and muſing; but for you——we 
go to 

Fent. Well, I hall ſee her to day; bold, there's money 
for thee : let me have thy voice in my behalf ; if thop ſceſt 
her before me, commend me. 

Quie: Will T? ay faith that we =P and 1 will tell 
your wo ip more of the wart, the next time we have con- 
fidence, and of other wooers, 

Fent. Well, farewel I am in great haſte now. Exit. 

Quic. Farewel to your worſhip. Truly an haneſt gentle- 
man, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne's mind 25 
well as another does. Out upon d. what have I forgot 2 


ore 


a 
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„4er IT. SCENE = 


- 


Enter Miſtreſs Page with a letter. 


Mrs. Page. HAT, have I 'ſcap'd 1% letters in the 
holy-day-time of wy _— and am * 
now a ſubjoT for rage ? wr me ſee : 


- th me no reaſon wh T love you þ* for tho? =y uſe regfin 
for bit preciſian, he admits him not for bis counſellor : you are 
not young, no more am I, go to then, there's ſympathy : you 
are merry, ſo am 1; ha! ha! then there's more ſympathy : 
you love ſack, and fo do T, would you deſire better ſympathy ? 
Let it ſuffice thee, miſtreſs Page, at the leaſt if the love of 4 


ſoldier can ſuffice, that I love thee. I vill not ſay, Pity Wo, 


tis not a Arn 1 but T fy, — we. 


By me, thine own true knight, by is or night, þ 
Or any kind of light, with all his might, | th. i 
Fer thee to 1 John Falſtaff, FE 


What 2 Herod of Jewry is this 3 > 0 wicked, wicked world 
One that is well nigh woln to pieces with age. 
To ſhow himſelf a young gallant ? what unwayed _,, 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard picht. | 

I! th' devil's name, out of my, converſation, that he dares ' 


In this manner aſſay me? why, he hath not been thrice in 


my company; what ſhould I ſay to him? I was then frugal 
of my mirth, ' heay'n forgive me: why, I'll exhibit a bill in 


the parliament; for, the putting down, of men; how, ſhall I be; 


reveng d ono him? for reveng'd I will . as ſure as his guts 
are made e MY 165 $011 int 21 7 30 
1 * Eeter Mrs. Ford. ts 2. 10 

Mrs. Ford, Miſtreſs Page, 1 * I was going to your 


houſe, i 


Mrs. Page. Ab, truſt me, I was - coming, to you; you 
legk very - all. > | } SOC Ys i 
Mrs. Ford., Nay; : Tn non own 0 1 e ſhew 
to.the.contrary«}) , .; en u Ant * 
Mrs. Page. Faith you Fg in my mind. ; 
Mrs. Ford, Well, 1 doe then; yet 1 Ry. 1 * . 
you to the contrary : O miſtreſs Page, give me ſome; counſel, 


* . : 
* C * * 0 14 
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Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. © woman ! if it were not for one trifling re- 
ſpe, I could come to ſuch honour. 

Mrs. Page. Mang the trifle, woman, take the honour ; 
what is't? diſpenſe with trifles ; what is it? 

Mrs. Ford, If I woyld but go to hell for an eternal mo- 
ment, or fo, 1 could be knighted. ; 

Mrs. Page. What, thou lieſt ! Sir Alice Ford! theſe 
knights will back, and ſo thou ſhouldſt not alter the 5 NN 
of thy gen yy 

Mrs. Ford. We. burn day-light, here, 1 regs, per- 
cciye bow I might be knigbted: I (hall think the worſe of 
fat men as loog as I have an ee to make difference of men's 
liking ; and. yet he would not ſwear, praiſe women's mo- 
deſty,. apd gave ſuch orderly and well: behaved reproof to all 
uncomelineſs, that IL would have ſworn. his diſpoſition would 
have gone to the truth of his words; but they do no more 
adhere, and Keep place together, than tbe hundredth Pſalm 
to the tune of Green Sleeves. What tempeſt, I trow, threw 
this Whale, with" ſo many tun of oil in his belly, a“ ſhore at 
Windſor ? how ſhall I be reveng'd on him ? I think the beſt 
way were to entertain him with hope, *till the wicked" fire of 
luſt have melted him in * 'own- _ Did you eveviieds' 
the like? 24 L 

Mrs. Page. Letter for lauer but that the vents of Page! 
and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in this myſtery of 
ill opinions, here's the twin-brother - of thy letter; but let 
thine inherit firſt,” for I proteſt mine ever ſhall, I warrant 
he hath a thouſand of. theſe letters, writ with blank-ſpace for 
difcrent names, nay more; and theſe are of the ſecond edi- 
tion ; he will print them-ont/of doubt, for he carcs not what 
he puts into the preſs, when he would put us two! I bad 
rather be a gianteſs, and lie under Mount-Pelion. Well, I 


will find you twenty laſeivious turtles, ere one chaſte man. 


Mrs. Ford, Why, this is the very ſame, the voy Roby: 
the very words; what doth he think of us? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not ; it makes me almoſt * 
to wrangle wich wine own horieſty. I'll entertain myſelf 
like one that I am not acquainted withal ; for ſure umleſs he 
knew ſome ſtrain ih we, that I Khow not my ſelf. he _ 
never have boarded me in this fury. 


Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call it you? ll be ſure to dot 
him abpve deck, 
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Mrs. Page, So will 1; if he come under my hatches; Vil 
never to ſea again. Let's be reveng'd- on him, let's appoint 
him a meeting, give him a ſhow of comfort in his £:t, and 
lead him on with a fine baited delay, till be hath; pawn n'd his 
horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 1 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to act any villany againſt 
him that may not ſully the chariaeſs of our honefty : oh that 
my huſband ſaw this letter, it would give eternal food to his 
jealouſy. 8 

Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes, and my good 
man too; he's as far from jealonſy as I, am from giving him 
cauſe, and that, I hope, is an unmeaſurable diſtance. 

Mrs. Ford, You, are the happier woman. 7 

Mrs. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this grealy 
knight. Come hither. 

Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page with FOR 

Ford, Well, 1 hope it be not ſo. 

Piſt. en eee 
Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, Sir, my wife is not young. 

Piſt. He woos both high and low, both ieh and poor, 
both young and old, and one with men Ford, he loves 
thy gally-manfiy, Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife ? 

Piſt. Wich liver burning hot: prevent, 
Or go thou. like Sir Ateon, witn 
Ring-wood at thy hecls : O, odious is the name.” 

Ford. What name, Sir? 

Piſt. The horn, I ſay : farewel. 

Take heed, have open eye! for thie ves do foot by night. 
Take heed ere ſummer comes, or cuckoo- birds do ſing. 
Away, Sir corporal Nym. * . 
Believe it, Page, he ſpeaks ſenſe. (Kit Pitt 

Ford. I will be patient; I will find ont this. | 

Nym. And this is true: I like not the — Ain 
he hath wrong d me in ſome humours : I ſhould have born 
the humour'd letter to her; but I have a ſword, and it ſhall 
bite upon my neceſſity. He loves your wife; there's the 
ſhort and the long. My name is corporal Nym ; I ſpeak, 
and; I avonch; 'tis true; my name is Nym, and Falſtaff 
loves your wife. Adieu; I love not the humour of bread 
and cheeſe: adieu. [Exit Ny. 

Ca 
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Page. The humour of it, quoth 'a? here's a fellow frights 
Engliſh out of his wits. 

Ford. I will ſeek out Falſtaff, 

Page. I never heard ſuch a drawiteg, — rogue. 

Ford. If'T do find it: well. 

Page. I will not believe ſuch a Cataian, tho” the prieſt 
o' th' town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. Twas a good ſenſible fellow: well. 

Page. How now, Meg ? 

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, eben! hark you. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, ſweet Frank, we art thou me- 

lancholy? _ 9 
Ford. I melancholy! I am not melancholy. 

Get you home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. Faith thou haſt ſome crotchets in thy bead. 
Now will you go, miſtreſs Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Have with you. Yow'll come to dinner, 
George? look who comes yonder ; ſhe ſhall be our ' meſſen- 
ger to this paltry knight. ö 

Enter Miſtreſs Quickly.” 

Mis. Ford. Truſt. me, I'thougbt on her, ſhEl1 fit it, 

Mrs. Page, You are come to ſee my daughter Anne? 

Quic. Ay, forſooth ; and I pray bow does good miſtreſs 
Anne? 

Mrs. Page. Go in with us and ſee; we have an hour's 
talk with you. [ Ea. Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mus. — þ 

Page. How now, maſter Ford? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told- me, aid you not? 

Page. Yes; and you heard what the other told me? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them? | 

Page. Hang 'em, ſlaves, I do not think the knight would 
offer it; but theſe that accuſe him in his intent towards our 
wives arc a yoke of his diſcarded wen r roſes now they 
be out of ſervice.” 1 

Ford. Were they his men? 


7 


Page. Marry were they, © * © 
Ford, I like it never the better for that, 
Does he lie at the Garter ? 
Page. Ay marry does he. If he ſhould intend his voyage 
toward my wife, I would turn her looſe to him; and what 
| 575 more of her than ſharp 9 let i lie en my 
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Ford. I do not miſdoubt my wife, but I would be loth 
to turn them together; a man may be too confident ;- 1 
would have nothing lie on * 1 cannot be thus d- 
tisfy'd. | 
Page. Look where. u ay ranting Holt of the 45 comes; 
there is either liquor in his pate, or money in his purſe, when 
be looks ſo merrily. How now, mine Hoſt ? N 
Enter Hoſt and Shallow. 

Hoſt, How now, bully Rook ? thou'rt a gentleman, ca- 
valerio-juſtice, I ſay. , 

Shal. I follow, mine Hoſt. I follow. Good even, and 
twenty, good maſter Page. Maſter Page, will you g with 
us? we have ſport in hand. 

Hoſt. Tell him, cavalerio-juſtice ; tell him, bully Rook.” 

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir Hugh, 
the Welch prieſt, and. Caius, the French doctor. 

Ford: Good mine Hoſt o th? Garter, a word with you. 
-- Hoſt. What ſay'ſt thou, bully Rook ? + 

Sbal. Will you go with us to behold it? my wavy Hoſt 
hath had the meaſuring of their weapons, and, I think, hath 
appointed them contrary places ; for, believe me, I hear the 
parſon is no jeſter. * 1 will tell py what, our ſport 
ſhall be. $3} *:;1 ; 

Hoſt. Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my knight, * bede 
valier! 

Ford. None, 1 een but 1'll give you a Sigh burne 
fack to give me recourſe. to him, and tell him my name is 
Broom ; only for a jeſt. * 

Hoſt. My hand, bully ; thou ſhalt have egrefs antwepreſs; 
ſaid I well? and thy name fhall' be Broom. It is a merry 
knight. |: Will you go an-hbeirs ? , r Aa 3 3.4 


Shal. Have with you, mine Hoſt. 11564 
\ Page.” I have beard the Frenchman hath * fail in ** 
rapier. e 216 


Shal. Tot, Sir, bmi bans told you more; in theſt 
times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſſes, ftoccado's, and 1 
know not bat: tis the heart; 'maſfer Page ; 'tis herb, tis 
here. I have ſeen the time, with my long ſword, I 4 
bare made yon four tall fellows'ſkip like rats. 

Hoſt. Here boys, here, here: ſhall we way? 

Page. Have Wann I had rather hear them feold than 
-þEFennt Hoſt, Shallow avd Page. 

C 3 


1 
| 
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Ford. Tho' Page be a' ſecure fool, and ſtand ſo firmly on 
his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my opinion ſo eaſily, 
She was in his company at Page's houſe, and what they made 
there I know not. Well, I will look further into't ; and 1 
have a diſguiſe to ſound Falſtaff: if 1 find her howeſt; I loſe 
not my labour; if ſhe be otherwiſe, * labour well be- 
ſtow d. FEx#. 


SCENE IF. 


Enter Falſtaff and Piſtol. 


Fal. 1 will not lend thee 8 penny. 

Piſt. Why then the world's mine oyſter, which I with 
ſword will open, 

Fal. Not a penny. T have been content, Sir, you ſhould 
lay my countenance to pawn ; I have grated upon my good 
friends for three reprieves for you, and your coach - fellow, 
Nim ; or elſe you had look'd through the grate, like a ge- 
miny of baboons. I am damn'd in hell for fwearing to 
gentlemen, my friends, you were good ſoldiers, and tall fel- 
lows, Abd when miſtreſs Bridget loſt the handle of her fan, 
I took't upon mine honour thou hadſt it not. 

Piſt. Didſt thou not ſhare ? hadſt thou not fifteen. pence ? 

Fal. Reaſon, you rogue, reaſon : think'ſt thou J'll endan- 
ger my ſoul gratis? at a word; hang no more about me, I 
am no gibbet for you: go, a wort knife, and a throng, to 
your mannor of Pickt-batcht ; go, you'll not bear a letter 
for me, you rogue; you ſtand upon your honour ? why, 
thou unconfinable baſeneſs, it is as much as I can do to keep 
the term of my honour preciſe, I. 4, 1 myſelf ſometimes, 
leaving the fear of heaven on the left hand, and hiding my 
honour in my neceſſity, am fain to ſuuffle, to hedge, and to 
larch ; and yet, you rogue will en ſconſe your rags; your'cat- 
a-mountain looks, your red lettice phraſes, and your bold- 


beating oaths, under the ſhelter of your hides] you will 


dot do it, you! WY 20949 
Piſt. I do relent; what vouldſt thou more of man? 4 
| Enter Robin. 4 
Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeak with you . 
Fal. Let her approach. | LD Att - 
Enter Miſtreſs Quiekly. Ly 4 8 61 "oy 


Quie. Give your —_ * morrow. . 
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Fal. Good morrow, good wife,  ' * 

Quic. Not ſo, and't pleaſe you rin” if | 

Fal. 'Good maid then, 

Quic. I'll be ſworn, ih 00.11. - 
As my mother was the firſt hour I was bien. 

Fal. I do believe the ſwearer : what with me? 

Quic. Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word or two? 

Fal. Two thouſand, _— NN and 2 vouchſafe thee 
the hearing. K-41 -'1 

Quic. There is one miſtreſs Ford, sir: I pray come 4 
little nearer this ways: I wy. S194 with Mr. dodtor 
Caius. | hs hath 

Fal. Well, on: miſtreſs Ford, you ay. 

Quic. Your worſhip ſays very true: 1 pray your worſhip 
come a little ncarer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee no wy dens: mine own people, 


mine own people. 0 9 
Quic. Are they * beaven blefs ahem, * make 'thew 
his ſervants. Es v 


Fal. Well : miſtreſs Ford, what of her ? 

Quic. Why, Sir, ſhe's a good creature. Lord, Lord, your 
worſhip's a wanton ; well, heav'n forgive you, d alt of us; 
I pray 1 
Fal. Miſtreſs Ford. come, miſtreſs Ford o 

Quic. Marry this is the ſhort and the long of it; you 
have brought her into ſuch a canaries as tis wonderful : the 
beſt courtier of them all, when the court lay at Windſor, 
could never have brought her to ſuch a canary. Yet there 
has been knights, and lords, and gentlemen, with their 
coaches ; I warrant you coach after coach, letter after letter; 
gift after gift, ſmelling ſo ſweetly; all muſk; and fo-ruſh- 
ling, I warrant you in ſilk and gold; and in ſuch aligant 
terms, and in ſuch wine and ſugar off the beſt, and the feir- 
eſt, that would have won any woman's heart; and I warrant 
you they could never get an eye-wink of her. I had my- 
ſelk twenty angels given me this morning; but I defy alt 
antes, in any ſuch fort as they ſay, but in the way of ho- 
neſty ; and I warrant you they could never get her ſo much 
as ſip on a cop with the proudeſt of them all; and yet there 
Ras been earls, - may; whieh is more, 1peaſioners, but 1 war- 
rant . all is ries. ee 097 429k 02 bits 


- * 
K. Frachlen. * rt 11 d 
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Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me? be brief, my good ſhe 
Mercury. 

Quic. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd auld 1 for the which 
ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and the gives yon to no- 
tify, that her huſband will be abſence from bis houſe be- 


tween ten and eleven. 


Fal. Ten and cleven. 

Quic. Ay, forſooth ; and then you may come «nd fee the 
picture, ſhe ſays, that you wot of: maſter Ford, her huf+ 
band, will be from home. Alas! the ſweet woman leads an 
ill life with bim, he's a very jeaboußie- man ; ſhe leads: a my 
frampold life with him, good heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven: FE. 
Woman, commend. me to her, will not. Fail her. R 

Quic. Why, you ſay well: but I have another meſſenger 
to your worſhip; miſtreſs Page has her hearty commendations 
to you too; and let me tell you in your ear, ſhe's as fartuous 
a eipil modeſt wife, and one (I tell you) that will not-miſs 
you morning and evening prayer, as any is in Windſor, who- 
eer be the other; and ſhe bad me tell your worſhip that her 
huſband is ſeldom from home, but ſhe hopes there will come 
a time. I never knew a woman fo doat upon a man; ſurely 
I think you have charms, la; yes in truth. | 

Fal. Not I, I'aſſore' thee; ſetting the attraQion 4 my 
good parts aſide, I have no other chartns; 

- Quie, Bleſſing on your, heart for't. - 

Fal, But I pray thee tell me this ; has Ford's. wiſe 2 
Page's wife acquainted each other how they love me? 1 

Quie. That were a jeſt indeed; they have not ſo little 
grace, I hope; that were à trick indeed! but miſtreſs Page 
would defire you to ſend ber your little page, of all loves: 
her huſband has a marvellbus imſrction to the little | page ; 
and truly maſter Page u an hoheft man. Never e wife in 
Windſor leads a better liſe than ſhe does:; do hat ſhe will, 
fay what ſhe will, take all. pay all, go to bed when ſhe li, 
riſe when ſhe liſt, all is as ſhe will; and truly ſhe deſe ves it, 
for if there be a kind woman in Windſor, - nlp ſhe is one. 
You muſt ſend her your page ; 38 las ig 

Fal. Why. 1 will. Je tor gene 341 bi 103 580 20 36 
. . Quic, ;Nay, but do ſo then ; arid, 838 he: may com 
and go between you both ; and, in 4ny>caſc, Have naye 
word, that you may know one another's mind, and the boy 


my purſe, I am yet thy debitar. . 
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never need to underſtand any thing; for tis not good that 
children ſhould know any wickedneſs : old folks, you know, 
have diſcretion, as they ſay, and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well; commend me to them both: there's 
Boy, go along with! this 
woman. This news diſtracts me. [Ex. Quic. and Robin. 

Piſt. This punk is one of Cupid's catriers: 

Clap on more ſails; purſue ; up with your fights ; 
Give fire ; ſhe is ay prize, or ocean whelm them all, 
122 [Exit Piſtol. 

Fal. $ay'ſt thou! fo, o“ Tack 3 ? go thy ways; I'll make 
more of thy old body than I have done ; 'will they yet look 
after thee ? wilt thou, aftex pe expence of ſo much money, 
be now a gainer? good I thank thee; let them ſay, 

tis groſiy cons, ſo it be folrly done, no matter, 
Enter Bardolph. | 

Bard. Sir John, there's one maſter Broom. below would 
fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted with hank ; and*hath 
ſent your worſhip a. morning's — of 2 | 

Fal. Broom is his name? M grnen 3 les 

Bard, Ay, Sir. Lad ba; 

Fal. Call him in; ſuch brooms are welcome to me that 
o'erflows ſuch liquor. Ah! ah! miſtreſs Ford and miſtreſs 
Page, bars I ercompaſs'd you? go to, via. 

Enter Ford e. t u 

Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. 11 14 

Fal. And you, Sir; would yon ſpeak with . (1550 

Ford. I * bold to preſs with ſo little preparation * 
you. 

Fal, You're welcome ; what 8 your will? give us leave, 
drawer. 


Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman; that have ſpent much 3 my 


* 
* 


name is Broom. 


Fal. Good waſter Broom, 1 deſire wote zegiaictance of 
you. 
« Ford. Good Sir John, I ſue. for yours ;. not to charge 
you; for J muſt let you underſtand, I think myſelf in bet- 
ter plight for a lender than you are, the which hath ſome- 
thing embolden'd me to this unſeaſon'd” intruſion; for they 
ſay, if money go before, all ways do lie open- 

Fal. Money is a gogd ſoldier, Sir, and will ov. 4 

Ford. Troth. and L hare a bag of money here troubles 
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Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me? be brief, my good ſhe 
Mercury. 

Quic. Marry, ſhe hath receiy'd your. len for the which 
ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and ſhe gives you to no- 
tify, that her huſband will be abſence from bis 2 be- 
tween ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven. 

Quic. Ay, forſooth; and then you may come and fee the 
picture, ſhe ſays, that you wot of: maſter Ford, her huſ- 
band, will be from home. Alas! the ſweet woman leads an 
ill life with him, he's a very jealouſie- man; ſhe leads a oY 
frampold life with him, good heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven : 9. 

Woman, commend me to her, will not fail her. 

Quic. Why, you ſay well: but I have another meſſenger 
to your worſhip; miſtreſs Page has her hearty commendations 
to you too; and let me tell you in your ear, ſhe's as fartuous 
2 civil modeſt wife, and one (I tell you) that will not miſs 
you morning and evening prayer, as any is in Windſor, who- 
e er be the other; and ſhe bad me tell your worſhip that her 
huſband is ſeldom from home, but ſhe hopes there will come 
a time. I never knew a woman fo doat upon a man; ſurely 
I think you have charms, la; yes in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I'aſſore thee; ſetting the attraftion of my 
good parts aſide, I have no other charms. 

Quic. Bleſſing on your heart for't. f 

Fal. But I pray thee tell me this; has Ford's viſe and 
Foge s wife acquainted cach other how they love me ? 

Quic. That were a jeſt indeed; they have not ſo little 
grace, I hope; that were à trick indeed! but miſtreſs Page 
would defire you to ſend bet your little page, of all loves: 
her huſband has | a marvellous inſection to the little page; 
and truly maſter Page is an honeſt man. Never s wite in 
Windſor leads a better life than ſhe does; do what ſhe will, 
ſay what ſhe will, take all, pay all, go to bed when ſhe liſt, 
riſe when ſhe liſt, all is as ſhe will; and truly ſhe deſervesir; 
for if there be a kind woman in Windſor, truly ſhe is one. 
You muſt ſend her err Ius 43g 

Fal. Why. I I will. © 102. 303 £1197 30 4.40 iþ 46 

. Quic, ,Nay, but do ſo then; and, look you, a come 


and go between you both; and, in au caſe, have a nay + 
word, that you may know one another's mind, and the boy 


* 
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never need to underſtand any thing; for tis not good that 
children ſhould know any wickedneſs : old folks, you know, 
have diſcretion, as they ſay, and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well; commend me to them both: there's 


my purſe, I am yet thy debtor. Boy, go along with! this 


woman. This news diſtracts me. [Ex. Quic. and Robin. 
Piſt. This punk is one of Cupid's catriers : 
Clap on more ſails; purſue ; up with your fights ; 
Give fire; ſhe is my prize, or ocean whelm them all. 
[Exit Piſtol. 

Fal. Say'ſt thou ſo, o Tack ; ? go thy ways; I'll make 
more of thy old body than I have done; will they yet look 
after thee ? wilt thou, aft the expence of ſo much money, 
be now a gainer? good ; 1 thank thee; let them ſay, 
tis groſly noun. ſo it be falrly done, no matter, 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir John, there's one maſter Broom below would 
fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted with you; and hath 
ſent your worſhip a. morning's draught of ſack. 

Fal. Broom is his name? 

Bard. Ay, Sir. ; 

Fal. Call him in; ſuch brooms are welcome to me that 
o'erflows ſuch liquor. Ah! ah! miſtreſs Ford and miſtreſs 
Page, have I encompaſs'd you? go to, via. 

Enter Ford diſguis'd. 

Ford, Bleſs you, Sir. 

Fal. And you,. Sir ; would you ſpeak with me ? 'F | 
Ford. I make bold to preſs with ſo little preparation upon 
you. | 

Fal. You're welcome; what's your will? give us leave, 
drawer. | 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman; that have ſpent much ; my 
name is Broom, 

Fal. Good maſter Broom, 1 deſire more acquaintance of 

you. 
l Ford. Good Sir John, I ſue for yours ;, not to charge 
you; for I muſt let you underſtand, I think myſelf in bet- 
ter plight for a lender than you are, the which hath ſome- 
thing embolden'd me to this unſeaſon'd” intruſion; for they 
ſay, if money go before, all ways do lie open 

Fal. Money is a good ſoldier, Sir, and will oo. 

Ford. Troth,' and I have a bag of money here troubles 


Randy? 2 
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me; if you will help to bear it, Sir John, take all, or half, 
for ceaſing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not how 'T mw * 
porter. 4 

Ford. Till el you 8, if you will give me the hear: 

Fal. Speak, ood malter Broom, I (hall 65 glad to be 
your ſervant... 

Ford. Sir, 1 A a ſcholar, I will be brief with 
vou, and you have been a man long known to me, tho' ! 
had never ſo good means as deſire to make myſelf acquainted 
with you: I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, wherein I muſt 
very much lay open mine own imperfettions ; but, good Sir 
John, as you have one eye upon my follies, as you bear 
them unfolded, turn another into the regiſter of your own, 
that I may paſs with a reproof the taſier, ſith you n 
know how eaſy it is to be ſuch an offender. 

Fal. Very well, Sir, proceed _ | 

Ford, Thete is a * — in this den, her hut: 
band's name is Ford, £1.50 af 71 acre » . 

Fal. Well, Sir. 14.4.1 

Ford. I have long lov'd her, and; aa yah be- 
Now'd much on her, follow'd her with 8 doating obſervance, 
ingroſs'd opportunitics to meet her, feed very flight vweca- 
ſion that could but niggardly give me fight of her; not only 
bought many preſents to give her, but have given largely to 
many, to know what ſhe would have given: briefly, I have 
purſy'd her, as; love hath/parſu'd me, which bath been on 
the wing of all occaſions. But whatſoever I have merited, 
either th my mind, or in my means, meed I am ſure I have 
received none, unleſs experience be a jewel I have purchas'd 
at an infinite rate, and that hath taught me to ſay this; 


« Love like a ſhadow flies, when ſubſtance love purſues ; 4 


9 Pur ſuing that that flies, and Hing what purſues. 


Fal. Have you ng no ene of an at be, 


Ford. Never. 23 
Fal. Have you ere ber to b erer: 

Ford. Never. 2 e wed 
Fal, C 127 At 


Ford. Like @ fair hodſe bat on anorher may's.ground, 
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fo that I have loſt my edifice, by —_— as pluoe where: 
T eredted it, „ 4 wel | 

Fal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded-this to me? 

Ford. When I bave told you that, I have told you all. 
Some fey, that tho' ſhe appear honeft to me, yet in other 
places ſhe enlargeth her mirth ſo far, that there is ſhrewd 
conſtruction made of her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart 
of my purpoſe : yon are a gentleman of excellent breed 
admirable diſcourſe, of great admittance, authentic in your 
place and perſon, generally allow'd for your "py pe we 
court-like and learned Fs 

Fal. O Sir! 

Ford. Believe it, for you hood it; there is money, ſpend 
it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all I have, only give me {6 
much of your time in exchange of it; as to lay an amiable 
ſiege to the honeſty of this Ford's wife; uſe your art of 
wooing, win her to conſent to * ap man "—_y you 
may as ſoon as any. is 1 

Fal. Would it apply well to the hon of your affe- 
tion, that I ſhoyld win what you would enjoy? ——_— 
you preſeribe to yourſelf very prepoſterouſſꝛ. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells 6 bee on 
the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my foul dares 
not preſent itſelf; ſhe is too bright to be look'd» againſt, 
Now could. I come to her with any detection in my hand, 
my defires had inſtance and argument to commend them- 
ſelves; J could drive her then from the ward of her: purity, 
her reputation, her marriage-vow, and a thouſand other de- 
fences, which now are too ſtrongly mann WW me. 
What ſay you tot, Sir John?;: E 0 

Fal. Maſter Broom, I will firſt make bold —_ your mo- 

y';'hext give me your hand; and laſt; as I ama gentle - 
man, you- ſhall, if you will, enjoy * wife. ry yt 155 

Ford. O good Sir Fre F 

Fal. I ſay, you: (ball. 5 

Ford. Want no money, Sir John, yes! Galt want none. 

Fal. Want no (miſtreſs Ford, maſter« Broom, © ybu' ſhall 

nt none ; I ſhall be with her, I may tell you; by her o 

ppointment, Even as you came in to me, her affiſtant, or 
go- between, parted: from me; 1 ſay, I (ball be with her be- 
ween ten and * hs Hofer og n 
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knave, her huſband, will be forth; come you to me at 
night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 

Ford. 1 am bleſt in your acquaintance: do _ lo, 
Ford, Sir? 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldy knave, I know him not : 
yet I wrong him, to call him poor; they ſay, the jealous 
wittolly knave hath maſſes of money, for the which his wife 
ſeems,to me well-favour'd. I will uſe her as the key of the 
cuckold - rogue's coffer, and there's my barveſt-home. 

- Ford. I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you 0 avoid 
him, if you aw him. 

Fal. Hang him, mechanical Calt- butter rogue ; I will gare 
him out of his wits; I will awe him with my cudgel; it 
ſhall hang like a meteor o'er the cuckold's horns. | Maſter 
Broom, thou ſhalt know I will predominate over the peaſant, 
and thou ſhalt lye with his wife: come to me ſoon at night; 
Ford's a knave, and L will-aggravate his tile : thou, maſter 
Broom, ſhalt know him for knave and cuckold 2 come to me 
ſoon at night. [Exit, 

Ford. Whit a damn'd Epicurean raſcal is this! my heart 
is ready to crack with impatience. Who ſays this is impro- 
vident jealouſy ? my wife hath ſent to him, the hour is fixt, 
the match is made; would any man have thought this? ſee 
the hell af having a falſe woman; my bed ſhall be abus'd, 
my coffers ranſack d. my reputation gnawn at, and I ſhall 
net only receive: this villainous wrong, but ſtand under the 
adoption of abominable terms, and by him that does me the 
wrong. Terms, names; Amaimon ſounds well, Lucifer 
well, Barbaſon well, yet they are devils additions, the names 
of fiends; but cuckold, wittol; cuckold! the devil himſelf 
hath not ſuch a name. Page is an aſs,,a ſecure aſs, he: will 


truſt his wiſe; he will got. be jealous: I will rather, truſt a 


Fleming with my butter, parſon Hugb, the Welchman, with 
my cheeſe, an Iriſh-man with my aqua-vitae bottle, or a 
thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife with her- 


ſelf: then ſhe plots, then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe deviſes ; 


and what they think in their h-arts they may effect, they 
will break their hearts but they will effect. Hrav'n be prais'd 
for my jealouſy. Eleven Gclock the heur; I will prevent 
this, detect my wife, be reveng d on Falſtaff, and laugh at 
Page: I will about it; better three hours too ſoon than a 
minute too late. Fy, fy, fy ; 2 cuckold, cuckold. 

[ Exit, 


- 
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SCENE, III. 

Enter Caius and Rugby. 

Caius. Jack Rugby 

Rug. Sir. 

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack ? | 

Rug. 'Tis ow the hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh promie' to 
meet. b 

Caius, By gar, he has fave his foul, dat he is no come; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come: by gar, Jack 
Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is wiſe, Sir; he knew your ur would Kill 
him, if he came. 1 

Caius. By gar, de henies. is no | ad (@: as /T, vill kill 
him; take your rapier, Jack, I vill tell you how I vill kill 
him. 

Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence. ' 1 402 

Caius. Villany; take your rapier. | 

Rug. Forbear ; here's company. 

Enter Hoſt, Shallow, Slender and Page. 


Hoſt. *BleG thee, bully- doctor. 

Shal. Save you, Mr. doctor. | 
Page. Now, good Mi. doctor Caius. 

Slen. Give you good-morrow, Sit. 


Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for? 

Holt. To ſee thee fight, to ſee thee foigne, to, ſee thee 
traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there, to ſee thee paſs 
thy puncto. thy ſtock, thy, reverſe, thy diſtahce, thy mon- 
tant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead, my Franciſco? 
ha bully ? what ſays my Aeſculapius? my Caius? my heart 
of elder? ha? is he dead, bully-ſtale ? is he dead? 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack-prieſt of de vorld ; 
he is not ſhow his face. 

- Hoſt. Thou art a Pon Rs H- tor of Greece, 
my boy. 

Caius. I pray you bear whack, that me 6 tay fax or 
ſeven, two tree hours for him, and he is no com. 

Shal. He is the wiſer man, Mr. Doctor; he. is a curer of 
ſouls, and you a curer of bodies: if you ſhould fight, you 
go againſt the hair of your profeſſions: is it not true maſter 
Page | 
| D 
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knaye, her huſband, will be forth; come you * me at 
night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 

Ford. I am bleſt in your acquaintance : do you knox 
Ford, Sir ? 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuekoldy knave, I ho bim . 
yet I wrong him, to call him poor; they ſay, the jealous 
wittolly knave hath maſſes of money, for the which his wife 
ſeems to me-well-favour'd. 'I will uſe her as the key of the 
euckold-rogue's coffer, and there's my barveſt- home. 

Ford. I uld you knew Ford, 20% * — . 
him, if you w him. | 

Fal. Hang him, mechanical — rogue ; 6 1 will bare 
him out of his wits; I will awe him with my cudgel; it 
ſhall hang like a meteor o'cr the cuckold's - horns, | "Maſter 
Broom, thou ſhalt know'T will predominate over the peaſant, 
and thou ſhalt lye with his wife: come to me ſoon at night; 
Ford's a knave; and I. 'will:aggravate' his ſtile: thou. maſter 
Broom, ſhalt know him for nave and cuckold : come to me 
ſoon at night. + i. 7 [Extt, 

Ford. Wit a damm Koleuread raſcal is this? my heart 
is ready to crack with impatience. Who ſays this is. impro- 
dent jealouſy ? my wife hath ſent to him, the hour is fixt, 
the match is made; would any man have thought this? fee 
the hell af "having à falſe woman; my bed ſhall be abus'd, 
2 cbſers ranſack'd, my reputation gnawn at, and I ſhall 

not only receive this villainous wrong, but ſtand under the 
adoption of abominable terms, and by him that does me the 
wrong. Terms, names; Amaimon ſounds well, Lucifer 
well, Batbaſon well. yet they are devils additions, the names 
of ends; but cuckold, wittol; cuckold! the devil himſelf 
hath not ſach a name, Page dis an aſs,,a ſecure aſs, hes will 
truſt his wie; he will ot: be jeslous: I. will rather, truſt a. 
Fleming with my butter, parſon Hugh. the Welchman, with 
my cheeſe, an Iriſh- man with my aqua- vitae bottle, or a 
| thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife with her- 
ſelf: then ſhe plots, then ſue ruminates, othen ſhe deviſes ; 
and what; they think: in their hearts they may effect. they 
will break their hearts but they will effect. Hrav'y bepraifd 
for m jealouſy. Eleven Sslack the hour 5 I will;prevent 
this, detect my wiſe, be reveng'd, on Falſtaff, and laugh at 
Page : I. will about it; better three hours 100 ſpon than a 
minute too late. Fy, fy, fy ; _— cuckold, cuckold. 
[Exit, 
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Euter Caius and Rugby. 


Caius. yr Rugby ! > 1 
Rug. Sir. + | tx. as, © 


_ Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack! ? A „e 00 
Rug. Js paſt the bour,, Oh deli 3ogh .promis'd to 
meet; if —— = x a 21 4 7 2 


Caius, By gar, 8 ſave bis ul, dat he is no come; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come: by gar, Jack 
Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is * sir; he knew your worſkip' would kill 
him,. -if he came RAE 1. 11 0 e Nour hb IM ao | 

Caius, By — de herring is no dead ſa as I. vill Ki 
him; take your rapier, Jack, I vill tell you how I vill kill 


him. ved 
Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot Fenice. EE 2 Mp ® Ul, nne 

_ Caius... Villany ; take your rapie. 
Rug. Forbear ; here's company. 9.35" 


Enter Holt, Shallow, . and Page. 


Hoſt. 'BleG thee, © : bully-doctor. we! ig eis 
Shal. Save you, Mr. doctor. aj F_ ws 4 
Page. Now., good Mit. doctor Caius. 183-4 d 


Slen. Give you good-morrow,, Sir. —_— 

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for 2 ? 

Hoſt. To ſee thee fight, to ſee thee foigne," to. ſee thee 
traverſe, to fee thee here, to ſee thee there, to, ſee thee puſs 
thy puncto. thy-ſtock, thy. reverſe, thy diſtahce, thy mon- 
tant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead, my Franciſco? 
ha bully ? what ſays my Aeſculapius? my Caius# 1 
of elder ? ha? is he dead. bully-ſtale ? is he dead? 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Wen * de 1 
he is not how his face. 
Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Urltal: U ar of due, 
my boy. e enn se as : uh 

Caius. I pray you bear witneſs, that me wo 2 * or 
ſeven, two tree bours for him, and he is no com. 
Shal. He is the wiſer man, Mr. Doctor 3 he is à curer of 
ſouls, and you a curer of bodies: if you ſhould fight, you 
go againſt the hair of your profeſſions; is it not pp 
Gaze ? | 4 


D 
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Page. Mader Shallow, you have yourſelf becn a great 


fighter, tho' now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr, Page, tho' I now be old, and of 
peace, if I ſee a ſword out, my finger itches to make one; 
tho? we are juſtices, and doors, and church-men, Mr. Page, 
we have ſome ſalt of our youth i in us; we are the ſons of 
HO Mr. Page. 4 | 

Page. *Tis true, Mr {ai LS 04G FO, ab 

Shal. It will be found fo, Mr. Page. Mr. doctor Caius, 


IT am come to fetch ye home; I am ſworn of the peace; 


you have ſhew/d ydurſelf a wiſe phyſician, and Sir Hugh bath 
ſhown himſelf a wiſe and' patient cburch-man : you muſt go 
with me, Mr. doctor. 

Hoſt. Pardon, gueſt-juſtice ; 3 4 monkcur wee 


Caius. ' Mock-vater? vat is dat? 0 
Floſt. Mock - water, in our bor tongue, is N 
bully. as 


Caius. By «gar, then — as much mock- vater 'as ** 
Engliſn man, ſcurvy-jack- dog Ee: by er me will cut is 
ears. 

Hoſt. He will ee thise tightly, bully, 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw? vat is dat: 

Hoſt. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius. By gar, me do looks he tid! . me; ; 


for by gar, me vill have jt. 
Hoſt. And I ill provoke him to't,. or hes him wag. 
Caius. Me tank you vor dat. \ 


Hoſt. And moreover, bully ; but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, and 
Mr. Page, and eck Caalerio Gone, go you through — 
to un to Frogmore. 1 END 204-2 

Page., Sir Hugh is there, is hes of ee e 20 a 

Hoſt. He is there; ſee what humour he is in; and I will 


| bring the doctor about the fields: will it n 2 


Shal. We will do it. = 
All. Adiev, good Mr. doctor. [Ex. Pn Shal. od Slen. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill 20 prieſt ; for he ſpeak for 
jac-an ape to Anne Page. 5 1 

Hoſt4 Let bim die; ſheath an impatience'; throw cold 
water on thy: choler ; go about the fields with me through 
Frogmore; I will bring thee where miſtreſs Anne Page is, at 
a farm-houſe a fea:ling; and thou ſhalt woo ber; — 
ſaid I well? 


— 
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Caius, By gar, me tank you vor dat f by gar I love you; 
and I will procure 'a you de good gueſt; de earl, de knight, 
de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 

Hoſt. For the which I will be thy ene .. 
Page: aid I wells? 

Caius. By gar, tis good; vell ſaid. 

Hoſt. Let us wag then. | 1 6 | 
Come-at my heels, Jack Rugby. [Exeunt. 


ACT. . 


. 


"SCENE > 9 


 Fater'Evans and Simple. 


Eva. Pray you now, good maſter Slender's ſerving-man, 
and friend Simple by your name, Which way bave 

you look'd for maſter Caius, that calls himſelf Doctor of 
Phyſick? _ 

Simp. Marry, Sir, the Tur mers the, Park- wards every 
way, old Windſor way, and every way but the town: way: 

Eva. I _ TY * 20% "on will alſo * 
that way: | 

Simp. I will, Sir. 4 

Eva. 'Pleſs my ſoul, how full er chollars I am,. and 
trempling of mind! 1 ſhall be glad if he have deceiv'd me; 
how raclanchollies I am! I will knog his urinals about his 
knaves coſtard, when I bave good opportunities for the orke; 
'pleſs, my ſoul : To, ſhgtlow rivers, to wheſe-falls' melodious birds 
ſings madrigalls ; ; there will we make aur, peds of roſes, and a 
thouſand fragrant-"poſies. To ſpallow-———'Mercy on me, 1 
have a great diſpoſition to cry. Melodious birds ſing madri- 


alben as I ſat in Pabilon ; and a ey vagram po- 


fies. To ſpallow, &e. 

Simp. Yonder'he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Eva. He's welcome. Toe jvallowirtvers, to whoſe fall. 
Heav' n proſper the right: what weapons is he? 


Simp. No weapons, Sir; there comes . my maſter, Mr. 
Shallow, and —_— M r from ne over the 
ſtile, this way. 

Eva. Pray 8 me. my goun, or an in ns 
aus ity Grad £ i M 24 goy U 

Enter Page, Shallow; and andert. rere 
hal. * +” * = Sir 
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Page. Maiter Shallow, you have yourſelf been a great 
ſighter, tho' now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, and of 
peace, if I ſee a ſword out, my finger itches to make one; 
tho? we are juſtices, and doors, and church-men, Mr. Page, 
we have ſome ſalt of our youth in us; we are the ſons of 
women, Mr. Page. 

Page. *Tis true, Mr. Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found fo, Mr. Page. Mr. doctor Caius, 
J am come to fetch you home; 1 am ſworn of the peace; 
you have ſhew'd yourſelf a wiſe phyſician, and Sir Hugh hath 
ſhown himſelf a wiſe and patient church-man : you muſt go 
with me, Mr. doctor. 

Hoſt. Pardon, gueſt-juſtice ; a monſieur mock- water. 

Caius. Mock-vater? vat is dat? 

Hoſt. . Mock - water, in our Engliſh tongue, is ahi 
bully. | 

Cains. By gar, then I have as much mock-vater as de 
Engliſh man, ſcurvy-jack-dog-prieſt; by gar me will cut is 
cars. 

Hoſt. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat? 

Hoſt. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius. By gar, me do look he ſhall Pegg -de-claw me; 
for by gar, me vill have x. — 

Hoſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Caius, Me tank you vor dat. | 

Hoſt. And moreover, bully; but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, and 
Mr. Page, and eck Cayalerio ene go you through the 
to an to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is ; he? | | 

Hoſt. He iz there; ſee what humour he is in; and I will 
bring the doctor about the fields: will it do well? 

Shal. We will do it. 

Al.. Adiev, good Mr. doctor. [Ex. Page, Shal. and Slen. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de prieſt ; for he ſpeak for a 
jac-an ape to Anne Page. 

Hoſt. Let him die; ſheath thy impatience ; throw cold 
water on thy choler; go about the fields with me through 
Frogmore; I will bring thee where miſtreſs Anne Page is, at 


a farm-houſe a fea'ling, and thou ſhalt woo her; cride-game, 
ſaid I well? 
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Caius. By gar, me tank you vor dat f. by gar I love you; 
and 1 will procure a you de good gueſt; de earl, de knight, 
de lords, de gentlemen, my patients, 

Hoſt. For the which I will be thy adverſary toward Anne 
Page: ſaid I well? | 

Caius. By gar, 'tis good; vell ſaid. 

Hoſt. Let us wag then. 


Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. (Excunt. 


4: ME BERNE. 


Enter Evans and Simple. 


Eva. I Pray you now, good maſter Slender's ſerving-man, 
and friend Simple by your name, which way have 

you look'd for maſter Caius, that calls himſelf Doctor of 

Phyſick ? | 

Simp. Marry Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park ward, every 
way, old Windſor way, and every way but the town way. 

Eva. I moſt fehemently deſire you, you will alſo look 
that way. 

Simp. I will, Sir. . 

Eva. Pleſs my ſoul, how full of chollars J am, and 
trempling of mind! 1 ſhall be glad if he have deceiv'd me; 
how melanchollies I am! I will knog his urinals about his 
knaves coſtard, when I have good opportunities for the orke; 
pleſs my ſoul : To Hh rivers, to whoſe falls melodiaus birds 
fings madrigalls ; there will we make our  peds of roſes, and a 
thouſand fragrant poſies. To ſhallou- Mercy on me, I 
have a great diſp-lition to cry. Melodious birds fing madri- 
gal ben as I ſat in Pabilon ; and a Pais vagram po- 
ſies. To ſhallow, &c. 

Simp. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Eva. He's welcome. To /vallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Heav'n proſper the right: what weapons is he? 

Simp. No weapons, Sir; there comes, my maſter, Mr. 
Shallow, and another gentleman, from a a over the 
ſtile, this way. 

Eva. Pray you give me my gown, or elſe. 1 it in your 


" arms. 


| Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender, 
Shal. How now, maſter parſon ? good-morrow, good Sic 
D 2 
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Hugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, and a el Wiſe 
from his 2 and it is wonderful, 


Slen. Ah ſweet Anne Page! NAR 1 bnd 
Page. Save yon, good Sir Hugh, ror bas ark; 10% Abi 
Eva. Pleſs you from his mercy ſake, all of you.” GS 


Shal. What? the ſwotd and the Word? 2 5 
Do you ſtudy them both, Mr. parſon ? 00 | 

Page, And yonthful ſtill, in your doublet” and boſe; this 
rTaw-rumatic day? 

Eva. There is reaſons and cauſes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, Mr. 
parſon. | fam e nhl 

Eva. Ferry well : what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend gentleman, who beliks 
having receiv'd wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt odds with 
his own gravity and patience, that ever you wp. 

Shal. I have liv'd fourſcore years, and upward ; I never 


heard a man of by place; gravity and + Whey, oy wide of 


his Own: reſpect; £7 (9% 504 x 1 iy v3 _ 
Ka. What At r ie Rom ; 22 
Page. I think you know him, Mr, doftor eu ae 
nowned French phyſician. 
Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion. of my heart | 1 had as 
lief you ſhould tel] me of a meſs of þ puny, 10 12" "Oo 
Page. Why + 4667 | | d 
Eva. He has no mots knowlege nene 40 Galen 2 


and he is a knave befides, a ny _— wt — would 


deſire to be àcquainted with], 8 hee 
Page. I warrant you, he's a man ou . with 
him. | 
flea. o es Annd Page! WA 1 þ 2h $50. 3420 
** A 
- Enter Holt, , Cajus, and Rugby. 115 


— Shall. "I appears ry by * Wa ber mes dau, Ft 
here comes doctor Caius ow, 


Page. Nay. good Mr. Parſor, keep in you wore” 
Sshal. 80 do you, good Mr. doctor. | 
Hoſt. Diſarm them, and let them quetion + 1 them 
keep their'limbs whole, and; back our Engliſh. - 
Caius. I pray you let me N a word with your cart 
wherefore vill you not 'meet-a'me ?. | . 


— Eya, Pro you us your Patience in good time. 1.43 


* 
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nt Caius. By gar, you are de yowned; de Jack dog, John 
oF ape. Ti 
Eva. Pray you let us not ee to Shes mens 

: humours; I defire you in friendfhip, and will one way or 
* other make you amends; I will knog _ urinal about my 

knave's cogs-comb. 

| Caius. Diable Jack Rugby, mine Hoſt de Fartere, hav x 
is not ſtay for him, * PEN TIn 

appoint ? 4 
Eva. As I am a Chriſtian-ſoul, now look you, this is 
Ir. the place appointed; VI be * by mine Hoſt of the 
Garter, _- 
Hoſt. Peace, I fay, Gaus and Gaul, French and Wech, 
6, ſoul-curer, and body-curer. 
th Caius. Ay dat is very good, * 

\ Hoſt. Peace, I ſay; bear mine Hoſt of che Garter, 19 
er Am I politic? am I ſubtile? am I a Machiavel ? « 
of Shall 1 loſe my doctor? no; he gives me the potions aud the 
* motions, Shall 1 loſe my parſon? my prieſt? my Sir Hugh ? 

no; he gives me the proverbs and the no- verbs. Give me 


76 then hand, celeſtial; ſo. Boys of art, I have decciv'd you © 
both: I have directed you to wrong places; your hearts are 
as mighty, your ſkins are whole, but let burn'd ſack be the 
"ou iſue. Come, lay their ſwords . Follow me, lad 
4 of peace, follow, folow,. follows. 
£1 Shal. Truſt me, à mad Hoſt. Follow, 1 fob 
1d low. 4 + 
L | Slen. 2 en Anne Page 
th [Ex. Shal. Ys oi and Holt. 
| Caius, Ha do 1 ** dat? ie make a- de-ſor 
$ - of wa; ha, ha as WT - 616; " 4 
L 


Eva. This is well, he W us Pr ap. flag: 1 

PI" deſire | you that we may be friends; and let us knog. our 
75 prains together; to be pevenge on this ſame ſmall ſeall curvy» 
| cogging companion, the Hoſt of che Garter. 128 
Cain. By gar, wid: all MF: heart: he 2 


m be, wel dd Lace bis ade ve you Glen. 
ren e aut ne; LOS 1% 

* Arta Js i norm go vals pv. OS BER 

. . + eee at - -D 3 - x a "$A * 


rr See N69, ba. uni 
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Hugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, and a good ſtudent 
from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah ſweet Anne Page ! 

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 

Eva. Pleſs you from his mercy ſake, all of you. 

Shal. What? the ſword and the word ? 

Do you ſtudy them both, Mr. parſon ? 

Page. And yonthful ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, this 
Taw-rumatic day? 

Eva. There is reaſons and cauſes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, Mr. 
parſon. | 

Eva. Ferry well: what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a molt reverend gentleman, who belike, 
having receiv'd wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt odds with 
his own gravity and patience, that ever you ſaw, 

Shal. I have liv'd fourſcore years, and upward ; I never 


heard a man of his place, gravity and learning, ſo wide of | 


his own reſpect. 

Eva. What is he? 

Page. I think you know him, Mr, doctor FER the re · 
nowned French phyſician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion. of my heart! I had as 
lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Eva. He has no more knowlege in Hibocrates and Galen; 
and he is a knave beſides, a cowardly knave as you would 
deſire to be acquainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he's the man ſhould fight with 
him. 

Slen, O ſweet Anne Page | 


Euter Hoſt, Caius, and Rugby. 


Shal. It appears ſo by his weapons: keep them aſunder ; | 


here comes doctor Caius. 

Page. Nay, good Mr. Parſon, keep in your weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good Mr. doctor. 

Hoſt. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion ; let them 
keep their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh. 

Caius. I pray you let me ſpeak a word with your ear: 
wherefore vill you not meet-a me ? 


Eva. Pray you uſe your patience in good time, 


ent 


his 
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Caius. By gar, you arc de coward, de Jack dog, John 
ape. 

Eva. Pray you let us not be laughing-ſtocks to other mens 
humours; I deſire you in friendfhip, and will one way or 
other make you amends; I will knog 9885 urinal about your 
knave's cogs comb. 

Caius. Diable Jack Rugby, mine Hoſt de Fartere, have I 
not ſtay for him, to kill him? have I not at de place J did 
appoint ? 

Eva. As I am a Chriſtian-ſoul, now look you, this is 
the place appointed; I'll be judgment by mine Hoſt of the 
Garter, 

Hoſt. Peace, I fay, Gallia and Gaul, French and Welch, 
ſoul- curer, and body-curer. 

Caius. Ay dat is very good, excellent. 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay; hear mine Hoſt of the Garter, 

Am ! politic? am I ſubtile? am T a Machiavel ? 

Shall I loſe my doctor? no; he gives me the potions and the 
motions. Shall 1 loſe my parſon? my prieſt? my Sir Hugh? 
no ; he gives me the proverbs and the no-verbs. Give me 
thy hand, celeſtial, ſo. Boys of art, I have deceiv'd you 
both: I have directed you to wrong places; your hearts are 
mighty, your ſkins are whole, but let burn'd ſack be the 
iſſue. Come, lay their ſwords to pawn. Follow me, lad 
of peace, follow, follow, follow. 

Shal, Truſt me, a mad Hoſt. Follow, gentlemen, fol- 
low. 

Slen, O ſweet Anne Page! 

[Ex. Shal. Slen.. Page and Hoſt. 

Caius. Ha! do I perceive dat? have you make a-de-lot 
of us, ha, ha? 

Eva. This is well, he has made us his vlowing-ſtog: 1 
deſire you that we may be friends; and let us knog. our 
prains together, to be revenge on this ſame ſmall ſcall ſcurvy» 
cogging companion, the Hoſt of the Garter, 

Caius. By gar, with all my heart; he promife to bring 
me where is Anne Page; by gar, he deceives me too. 

Eva. Well, I will Cite his noddles; pray you folly, 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Miſireſs Page and Robin, 


Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little galant; you were 
wont to be a follou.r, but now you are a leader: whether 
had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your maſter's hcels ? 

Rob. I had rather, forſooth, go before you like a man, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering boy ; now I ſee you'll 
be a courtier, 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, miſtreſs Page; whither go you? 

Mrs. Page. Truly Sir, to ſee your wife; is ſhe at home ? 

Ford. Ay, and as idle as ſhe may hang together for want 
of company ; I think if your huſbands were dead, you two 
would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be fare of that, two other huſbands. 

Ford, Where had you this pretty weather-cock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name is my 
huſband had him of : what do you call your knight's name, 
firrah ? 

Rob. Sir John Falſtaff. 

Ford. Sir John Falſtaff ? 

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on's name; there is 
ſuch a league between my good man and he. Is your wife 
at home, indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed ſhe is. 

Mrs, Page. By your leave, Sir; I am ſick 'till I ſee her. 

| [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes? hath he 
any thinking? ſure they ſleep; he hath no uſe of them. 
Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty mile, as eaſy as a 
cannon will ſhoot point-blank twelve ſcore ; he pieces out his 
wife's inclination, he gives her folly motion and advantage, 
and now ſhe's going to my wife, and Falſtaff's boy with her. 
A man may hear this ſhower ſing in the wind; and Falſtaff's 
boy with her! good plots; they are laid, and our revolted 
wives ſhare damnation together, Well, I will take him, 
then torture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modeſty 
from the ſo ſeeming miſtreſs Page, divulge Page himſelf for 
a ſecure and wilful Actaeon, and to thoſe violent proceedings 
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all my neighbours ſhall cry aim. The clock gives me my 
cue, and my aſſurance bids me ſearch ; there I ſhall find 
Falſtaff : I ſhall be rather praiſed for this than mocked ; for 
it is as poſitive as the earth is firm, that Falſtaff is there: I 
will go. 

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt, Evans, and Caius, 

Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr. Ford. 

Ford. Truſt me, a good knot: I have good cheer at 
home, and I pray you all go with me. 

Shal. I muſt excuſe myſelf, Mr. Ford, 

Slen. And ſo muſt I, Sir; 

We have appointed to dine with miſtreſs Anne, 
And I would not break with her for more money 
Than I'll ſpeak of. | 

Shal. We have linger'd about a match between Anne 
Page and my couſin Slender, and this day we ſhall have our 
anſwer. 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, Mr. Slender, I ſtand wholly for you; 
but my wife, maſter doctor, is for you altogether, 

Cai. Ay, be gar, and de maid is love-a me: my nurſh- ' 
a-Quickly tell me ſo muſh. 

Hoſt. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton ? he capers, 
he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verſes, he ſpeaks 
the holy-day, be ſmells April and May, he will carry't, he 
will carry't, 'tis in his buttons, he will carry't. 

Page. Not by my conſent, I promiſe you: the gentle- 
man is of no having, he kept company with the wild prince, 
and Poinz; he is of too high a region, he knows too much; 
no, he ſnall not knit a knot in his fortunes, with the finger 
of my ſubſtance. If he take her, let him take her ſimply : 
the wealth I have waits on my conſent, and my conſent goes 
not that way. 

Ford. I beſeech you heartily, ſome of you go home with 
me to dinner; beſides your cheer you ſhall have ſport; I will 
new you a monſter. Mr. doctor, you ſhall go, ſo ſhall you 
Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh. 

Shall. Well, fare you weil: 
We ſhall have the freer wooing at Mr. Page's. 

Caius, Go home, John Rugby, I come anon. 

Hoſt. Farewel my hearts; I will to my honeſt knight 
Falſtaff, and drink canary with him. 
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SCENE Il 
Enter Miſtreſs Page and Robin, 

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little galant; you were 
wont to be a follou er, but now you are a leader: whether 
had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your maſter's heels? 

Rob. I had rather, forſooth, go before you like a man, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O you are a RAY boy ; now I ſee youll 
be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. | 

Ford, Well met, miſtreſs Page ; whither 0 you ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly Sir, to ſee your wife; is ſhe at home? 

Ford. Ay, and as'idle as ſhe may hang together for want 
of company; I think if your huſbands were _ yew'e two 
would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be fore of that, two other end 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather - cock? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the diekens his name is my 
huſband had him of: what do you call your knight's name, 
firrah ? | 

Rob. Sir John Falſtaff, 

Ford. Sir John Falſtaff? 

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on's name; there is 
ſuch @ league between my good man and he. Is your wife 
at home, indeed? | oy. 

Ford. Indeed lhe is. p l : 

Mes, nu By your leave, Sir ; 1 am be Kill I ſce her. 

- [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any went ? hath he any eyes? hath he 
any thinking? ſure they ſleep; he hath no uſe of them. 
Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty mile, as eaſy as a 


cannon will ſhoot point-blank twelve ſcore ; he pieces out his 


wife's inclination, he gives her folly motion and advantage, 
and now ſhe's going to my wife, and Falſtaff's boy with her. 
A man may hear this ſhower ſing in the wind; and Falſtaff's 
boy with her! good plots; they are laid, and our revolted 
wives ſhare damnation together, Well, I will take him, 
then torture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modeſty 
from the ſo ſeeming miſtreſs Page, divulge Page himſelf for 


a ſecure and wilful AQacon, and to thoſe violent proceedings 
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all my neighbours ſhall cry aim, The clock gives me my 
cue, and my aſſurance bids me ſearch ; there I ſhall find 
Falſtaff: I ſhall be rather praiſed for this than mocked ;. for 
it is as poſitive as the earth is firm, that Falſtaff is there: I 
will go. 

Enter Page, $hallow, Slender, Hoſt, Evans, and Caius, 

Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr. Ford. | 

Ford. Truſt me, a good , knot: I have good cheer at 
home, and I pray you all go with me. | | 

Shal. I muſt excuſe myſelf, Mr. Ford, 

Slen. And ſo muſt I, Sir; 

We have appointed to dine with miſtreſs Anne, 
And I would not break with her for more WP 
Than VII ſpeak of. 

Shal. We have linger'd about a match between Anne 
Page and my couſin Slender, and this day we ſhall have our 
anſwer. 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, Mr. Slender, I ſtand wholly for you; 
but my wife, maſter doctor, is for you altogether. 

Cai. Ay, be gar, and de maid is love-a me: * nurſu- 
a- Quickly tell me ſo muſh. 

Hoſt. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton? he capers, 
he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verſes, he ſpeaks 
the holy-day, be ſmells April and May, he will carry't, he 
will carry't, tis in his buttons, he will carry't. 

Page. Not by my conſent, I promiſe you: the gentle- 
man is of no having, he kept company with the wild prince, 
and Poinz ; he is of too high a region, he knows too much; 
no, he ſhall. not knit a knot in his fortunes, with the finger 
of my ſubſtance. If be take her, let him take her ſimply: 
the wealth I haye waits on my. conſent, and my conſent goes 
not that way. L 

Ford. I beſeech you heartily, ſome of you go home with 
me to dinner; beſides your cheer you ſhall have ſport; I will 
new you a monſter. Mr. doctor, 9 
Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh. 1 

Shall, Well, fare yo weilt! e 
We ſhall have the freer wooing at Mr. N } Us 


Caius, Go home, John Rugby, I come! anon. Ne bus 
Hoſt. Farewel my hearts; I * to 40 * knight 


Falſtaff} and drink canary with him, 267 nv"! 
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Ford. I think T ſhall drink in pipe-wine firſt with him : 
I'll make him dance. Will you go, gentles? 
All. Have with you to ſee this monſter. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford, Miſtreſs Page, and Servants with a 
Basket. 


Mrs. Ford, What John! what Robert! | 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: is the buck-baſket——- 

Mrs. Ford. I warrant. What, Robin, 1 ſay. 

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, et it down, 

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge, we muſt be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John and Ro- 
bert be ready here hard by in the brewhouſe, and when T 
ſuddenly call you, come forth, and, without any pauſe or 
ſtaggering, take this baſket on your ſhoulders; that done, 
trudge wich it in all haſte, and carry it among the whitſters 
in Datches mead, and there 188 1 it in "on muddy ditch, 
cloſe by the Thames fide. © 

Mrs. Page. You will do it? | (direction. 

Mrs. Ford. I ha' told them over and over; ; my lack no 
Be gone, and come when you are call'd, 

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 


” Eater Robin. 9087 


Mrs. Ford. How now, 7 exes-mulket, what news ; with 
you ? 

Rob, My maſter Sir John, is come in at your back dos 
miſtreſs Ford, and requeſts your company. 

Mrs. Page. Lou little jack-a-lent, have von been true to 
us? 5 

Rob. Ay, I' be ſworn ; my maſter knows ner 
being here, and hath threaten'd to put me into everlaſting 
liberty, if I tell you of it; for he ſwears he'll turn me 
away. 
Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good ey 5 "this ſeerely of: thine 
ſhall be a tailor te thee, and ſhall make thee a new doublet 
ne hoſe. I' go hide we. 55 


Mrs. Ford. Do ſo; go tell thy 20 1 bee, mis 
ares Page, remember you your cue. 


Exit Robin. 
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Mrs. . I warrant thee ; if do not act it, hiſs me. 
[Exit Mrs. Page: 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then ; ; we " uſe this unwholſome hu- 
midity, this groſs watry pumpion, we'll teach him to know 
turtles from jays. ; * 

Enter Falſtaff, \ 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel? why, now 
let me die; for I have liv'd long enough: this is the period 
of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! : 

Mrs. Ford. O ſweet Sir John ! 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, I cannot cog, I. cannot prate, miſtreſs 
Ford: now ſhall I fin in my wiſh. -T would: thy huſband 


were dead, I'll ſpeak it before the beſt lord, l would make 


thee my lady. 


Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John! alas, 1 ſhould be a 


pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the conrt of Prance hew me ſuch en ; I 
ſce how thine eye would emulate the diamond: thou haſt the 
right arehed beauty of the brow, that becomes the ſhip-tire, 
the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian admittancee. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchiſſe, Sir Ihn 
My brows become nothing elſe, nor that well neither, 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay ſo; thou wouldſt make an 
abſolute courtier, and the firm fixure of thy foot would give 


an excellent motion to thy gait, in a ſemi- eireled farthingale, 


I ſee what thou wert, if fortune thy foe- were not, Oy 
friend: come, thou canſt not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no woch thing. in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee? let me perſuade thee, 
there's ſomething extraordinary in thee. Come, 1 cannot 
cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like a many of theſe 
liſping haw-thorn-buds, that come like women in men's ap- 
parel, and ſmell like Bucklers-Bury in ſimpling-time: I 
cannot; but I love thee, none but thee ; and thou deſerveſt 
it, 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir; I fedr you love mi- 
ſtreſs Page. 

Fal. Thou wight'l as well ſay, I love to walk by the 
Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the reck. of a 
lime-kiln, Aa ty 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heavn knows bow I lov you, and you 
ſhall one day find it. rol ei 
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Ford. I think I ſhall drink in pipe-wine firſt with him: 
I'll make him dance. Will you go, gentles? 
All. Have with you to ſee this monſter. LExeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford, Miſtreſs Page, and Servants with a 
Basket. 


Mrs. Ford, What ſohn ! what Robert! 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: is the buck-baſket — 

Mrs. Ford. I warrant. What, Robin, | ſay. 

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, ſet it down. 

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge, we muſt be brief, 

Mrs. Ford, Marry, as I told you before, John and Ro- 
bert be ready here hard by in the brewhouſe, and when I 
ſuddenly call you, come forth, and, without any pauſe or 
ſtaggering, take this baſket on your ſhoulders; that done, 
trudge with it in all haſte, and carry it among the whitſters 
in Datches mead, and there empty it in the muddy ditch, 
cloſe by the Thames ſide. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it? . (direction. 

Mrs. Ford. I ha' told them over and over; they lack no 
Be gone, and come when you are call'd, 

Mrs. Page, Here comes little Robin, 


Enter Robin. 


Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyes-muſket, what news with 
you ? 

Rob. My maſter Sir John, is come in at your back-door, 
miſtreſs Ford, and requeſts your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little jack-a-lent, have you been true to 
us ? 

Rob. Ay, I'll be ſworn ; my maſter knows not of your 
being here, and hath threaten'd to put me into everlaſting 
liberty, if I tell you of it; for he ſwears he'll turn me 
away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good boy; this ſecreſy of . thine 
ſhall be a tailor te thee, and ſhall make thee a new doublet 
and hoſe, FH go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do ſo; go tell thy maſter, I am alone ;* mi: 
ſtreſs Page, 9 you your cue. [Exit Robin. 
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Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if do not act it, hiſs me. 
(Exit Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then ; - we'll uſe this unwholſome hu- 
midity, this groſs watry pumpion, we'll teach him to know 
turtles from jays. 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel ? why, now 
let me die; for I have liv'd long enough: this is the period 
of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! 

Mrs. Ford. O ſweet Sir John ! 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, miſtreſs 
Ford: now ſhall I fin in my wiſh. I would thy huſband 
were dead, I'll ſpeak it before the beſt lord, I would make 
thee my lady. | 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John? alas, I ſhould be a 


pitiful lady. 


Fal. Let the court of France ſhew me ſuch another; I 
ſee how thine eye would emulate the diamond: thou haſt4he 
right arched beauty of the brow, that becomes the ſhip-tire, 
the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian admittance, 

Mrs. Ford, A plain kerchiffe, Sir John : 

My brows become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay ſo; thou wouldſt make an 
abſolute courtier, and the firm fixure of thy foot would give 
an excellent motion to thy gait, in a ſemi-circled farthingale, 
I ſee what thou wert, if fortune thy foe were not, nature thy 
friend : come, thou canſt not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee? let me perſuade thee, 
there's - ſomething extraordinary in thee, Come, 1 cannot 
cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like a many of theſe 
liſping haw-thorn buds, that come like women in men's ap- 
parel, and ſmell like Bucklers-Bury in ſimpling-time: I 
cannot; but 1 love thee, none but thee ; and thou deſerveſt 
it, 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir; I fear you love mi- 
ſtreſs Page. 

Fal. Thou might'ſt as well ſay, I love to walk by the 
Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the reck of a 
lime-kiln, 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heay'n knows how I love you, and you 
ſhall one day find it, 
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Fal. Keep in that mind; I'll deſerve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, 1 muſt tell you, ſo you do; or elſe l 
could not be in that mind. 

Rob, [within.} Miſtreſs Ford, miſtreſs Ford, here's mi- 
ſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating and blowing, and looking 
wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you preſently. 

Fal. She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me behind the 
arras. 

Mrs, Ford. Pray you do ſo; ſhe's a very tatling woman, 

Enter Mrs, Page. 
What's the matter ? how now ? 
Mrs. Page. O miſtreſs Ford, what have you done ? 


You're ſham'd, y'are overthrown, you are undone for ever. 


Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miſtreſs Page ? 

Mrs. Page, O well-a-day, miſtreſs Ford, having an ho- 
neſt man tv your huſband, to give him fuch cauſe of ſuſ- 
picion. 

Mrs. Ford. What canſe of ſuſpicion ? 

Mrs. Page. What cauſe of ſuſpicion? out upon you; how 
am I miſtook in you? 

Mrs. Ford, Why, alas! what's the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your huſband's coming hither, woman, with 
all the officers in Windſor, to ſearch for a gentleman that he 
ſays is now here in the houſe, by your conſent, to take an 
ill advantage of his abſence. You are undone, 

Mrs. Ford. Tis not ſo, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray heav'n it be not fo, that you have ſuch 
a man here; but 'tis moſt certain your huſband's coming 
with half Windſor at his heels, to ſearch for ſuch a one. I 
come before to tell you, if you know yourſelf clear, why, I 
am glad of it; but if you have a friend here, convey, con- 
vey him out. Be not amaz'd, call all your ſenſes to you, 
defend your reputation, or bid farewel to your good life for 
ever. | 

Mrs. Ford. What ſhall I do? there is a gentleman, my 
dear friend; and I fear not mine own ſhame ſo much as his 
peril. I had rather than a thouſand pound he were out of 
the houſe. 

Mrs. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand, you had rather, and 
you had rather ; your huſdand's here at hand, bethink you 

of ſome conveyance; in the houſe you cannot hide him. 
Oh, how have you deceiv'd me? look, here is a baſket, if 


\ 
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ke be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creep in here, and 
throw foul linnen upon him, as if it were going to bucking: 
or it is Whiting time, ſend him by your two men to Datchet 
mead. | 

Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there: what ſhall I 
do ? 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't, O let me ſee't, 
III in, I'll in; follow your friend's counſcl; 1'll in. 

Mrs. Page. What, Sir John Falſtaff? are theſe your let- 
ters, knight ? 

Fal, I love thee, help me away; let me creep in here : 
I'll never 

[He goes into the basket, they. cover him with foul linnen. 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy: call your 
men, miſtreſs Ford. You diſſembling knight. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John, go take up theſe 
clothes here, quickly. Where's the cowl-ſtaff? look how 
you drumble : carry them to the landreſs in Datchet-mead ; 
quickly, come. 

Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans. 

Ford. Pray you come near; if I ſuſpect without cauſe, 
why then make ſport at me, then let me be your jeſt, I de-. 
ſerve it. How now? whither bear you this ? 

Serv. To the landreſs, forſooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they bear 
it? you were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing. 

Ford. Buck? I would I could waſh myſelf of the buck : 
buck, buck, buck, ay buck :- Þ warrant you buck, and of 
the ſeaſon too, it ſhall appear. 

[ Exeunt Servants with the basket. 
Gentlemen, I have dreamt to night, I'll tell you my dream: 
here, here, here be my keys; aſcend my chambers, ſearch, 
ſeck, find out. I'll warrant we'll unkennel the fox. Let 
me ſtop this way firſt : ſo, now uncape. 

Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented : . 

You wrong yourſelf too much. 

Ford. True, maſter Page. 


Up gentlemen, you ſhall ſee 


ſport anon ; follow me, gentlemen. 
Eva. This is ferry fantaſtical humours and jealouſies. 
Caius. By gar, tis no the faſhion of France; it is not 
jealous in France 


— 2 


vey him out. 
| defend Fang W or * fare wel to * good — 
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Fal. Keep in that mind; I'll deſerve it. Tx 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, 1 muſt = you, ſo you do; or elle 1 
could not be in that mind. 

Rob. [wii hin.] Miſtreſs Ford, miſtreſs Ford, here's mi- 
ſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating and blowing, and looking 
wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you preſently. 

Fal. She _ not ſee me; I will ** me behind the 
arras. 

Mrs. Ford. 5 you do bs; ſhe's a very 2 woman. 

Enter Mrs, Page. 7 2. i 


What's the matter? how now? | 2 


Mrs. Page. O miſtreſs Ford, what bave you lane | 2 
You're ſham'd, y'are overthrown, you are undone for ever. 
Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miſtreſs Page? 
Mrs. Page, O well-a-day, miſtreſs Ford, having an ho- 
neſt man tv your huſband, to give him fuck cauſe of ſuſ- 
picion. | | 
Mrs. Ford. What canſe of ſaſpicion?  » 
Mrs. Page: What cauſe of ſuſpicion? out upon you; how 
am I miſtook in you? | "0-24 
Mrs. Ford, Why, alas! what's the matter ? 
Mrs. Page. Your huſband's coming hither, woman, with 
all the officers in Windſor, to ſearch for a gentleman that he 
ſays is now here in the houſe, by your conſent, to take an 


all ghar wi, of his abſence. You are undone, _ + 


Mrs. Ford. Tis not ſo, I hope. 5 10 EY 
Mrs. Page. Pray heav'n it be not fo, that you 45 ſuch 
a man here; but 'tis moſt certain your huſband's coming 


with half Windſor at his heels, to ſearch for ſuch a one, I 


come before to tell you, if you know yourſelf clear, why, I 
am glad of it ; but if you' have a friend here, convey, con- 
Be not amaz'd, call all your ſenſes to you, 


ever. 2 122 
Mrs. Ford. What ſhall I May > e. is a kh. my 
dear friend ; and I fear not mine own ſhame ſo much as his 
peril. I had rather than a thouſand pound he were * of 
the houſe. 
Ms. Page. For ſhame, never land. you had ** and 
you. had rather; your huſband's here at hand, bethink you 
of ſome conveyance ; . in the houſe. you cannot hide him. 
Ob, how have you deceiv'd me? lock. here * baſket, if 


8 T 


he 
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he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creep in here, and 
throw foul linnen upon him, as if it were going to bucking : 
or it is whiting time, Mad u by your two men to Dacchet 
mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in | there: 


do ? 


1 0 ſhall I 


Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't, O let me ſee't, 
III in, Fil in; follow your friend's counſcl; 1'll in. 

Mrs. Page. What, Sir . Falſtaff? are theſe * let · 
ters, knight? 

Fal. I love thee, help me away; let me ereep u here: 
I'll never 

[He goes into the luer they. cover him with foul innen. 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy: call your 
men, miſtreſs Ford. You diſſembling knight. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John, go take up theſe 
clothes here, quickly. Where's the cowl-ſtaff? look how 
you drumble : carry them to the landreſs in Datchet-mead ; 
quickly, come. . 

Enter Ford, * Caius, and Evans. 

Ford. Pray you come near; if I ſuſpect without cauſe, 
why then make Yom! at me, then let me be your jeſt, I de- 
ſerve it. How now? whither bear you this? 

Serv. To the landreſs, forſooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither hay dear 
it? you were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing. 

Ford. Buck? I would I could waſh myſclf of the buck : 
buck, buck, buck, ay buck :+ f warrant you buck,' and of 
the ſeaſon too, it ſhall appear. | 

ET [Exeunt Servants with the basket. 
Gentlenien, I have dreamt to night, 1'll tell you my dream: 
here, here, here be my keys; aſcend my chambers, ſearch, 
ſeck, find out. I'll warrant we'll unkennel the fox. Let 
me ſtop this way firſt: ſo, now-uncape. * 

Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented; - 

You wrong yourſelf too much. 

Ford. True, maſter Page. Up gentlemen, you ſhall ſee 
Fort anon; follow me, gentlemen. - 

Eva. This is ferry fantaſtical-humours and jealouſies. f 

+ Caiys. By gar, tis no the faſhion of France; it is not 


jealous in France 
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Page, Nay, follow bim, mi ws the — * his 
eren | = + w [Exeunt. 

| Manent Miſtreſs Page tua Miſtreſs Ford. | 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, that my 
huſband is deceiv'd, or Sir John. 

- Mrs. Page. What a taking was he i in your huſband 
aſk'd who was in the baſket? 's 

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will havs wg of woſhing, 
{ throwing him into the water will do him a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt 1aſcal; I would all of 
the ſame ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. | 

Mrs. Ford. I think my huſband hath ſome ſpecial ſuſpi- 
cion of Falſtaff's being here! I never ſaw him ſo _ in 
his jealouſy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try IP and we will yet 
have more tricks with Falſtaff: his diſſolute diſcaſe will ſcarce 
obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh carrion, miſtreſs 
Quickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing into the water, 
and give him another hope, to betray him to another puniſh- 
ment ? , i 4 La 
Mrs. Page. We'll do it ; let him be ſent fe to morrow 
by eight a clock, to have nicotine | | : 

Re-enter Ford, Page, &c. 

Ford. I cannot find him; may be the knave brag of 

that he could not compaſs, 
Mrs. Page. Herd you that? 

Mrs. Ford. You uſe me well, maſter Ford, do * ? 

Ford. Ay, ay, I do fo, -© + 
| Mrs. Page. Heav'n' make you better than your e 
Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourſelf mighty wrong, Mr. Ford, 

Ford. Ay, ay; I muſt bear it. | 

Eva. If there be any pody in the houſe, * in 10 cham- 
bers, and in the coffers, and in * preſſes, dun — 

my ſins. 7 65 
Calus. By gar. nor I too : a is no bodies. 
Page. Fy, fy, Mr. Ford, are you not aſham'd? what 
ſpirit, what devil ſuggeſts this imagination? 1 would not ba' 
your 5 in this kind, * the . of Windſor- 
Caſtle. 


his 
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Ford. Tis my fault, Mr. Page: I ſuffer for it. 

Eva. You ſuffer for a pad conſcience ; your wife is as ho- 
noſt a o'mans, as I will deſires among five . and five 
hundred too. 

Caius, By gar, I ſee 'tis an honeſt woman. 

Ford. Well, I promis'd you a dinner; come, come, walk 
in the park. I pray you pardon me; 1 will hereafter make 
known to you why I have done this. Come wife, come 
miſtreſs Page, I pray you pardon me: pray heartily pardon 
me. | | 
Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, truſt me, we'll mock 
him. I. do invite you ts morrow-morning to my houſe to 
breakfaſt, after we'll a birding together ; I have a fine bawk 
for the buſh. Shall it be ſo? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Eva. If there is one, I ſhall make two in the company. 

Caius, If there be one or two, I ſhall make-a the turd. \ 

For d. Pray you go, Mr. Page. | 

Eva. I pray you now remembrance to-morrow on the 


\ 


louſy knave, mine Hoſt. 


Caius. Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart. 
Eva. A louſy knave, to have his gibes, and his mockeries. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE luv. 


Enter Fenton, and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Fent. I fee I cannot get thy father's love; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan. 

Anne. Alas! how then ? 

Fent. Why, thou muſt be thyſelf. . 
He doth object 1 am too great of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
I ſeek to heal it only by his wealth, 
Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots paſt, my wild ſocieties : 
And tells me tis a thing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, but as à property. 
Anne. May be he tells you true. 

Fent. No, heav'n ſo ſpeed me in. my time to come, 
Albeit, I will confefs, thy father's wealth 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 

| | K | 


- 
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Page, Nay, follow him, gentlemen, ſee the iſſue of his 
ſearch. [Exeunt, 
Manent Miſtreſs Page and Miſtreſs Ford. 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this ? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, that my 
huſband is deceiv'd, or Sir John. 

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in when your huſband 
aſk'd who was in the baſket? 

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of waſhing, 
ſo throwing him into the water will do him a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt 1aſcal; I would all of 
the ſame ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. 

Mrs. Ford. I think my huſband hath ſome ſpecial ſuſpi- 
cion of Falſtaff's being here! I never ſaw him ſo groſs in 
his jealouſy *till now, 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and we will yet 
have more tricks with Falſtaff : his diſſolute diſeaſe will ſcarce 
obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh carrion, miſtreſs 
Quickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing into the water, 
and give him another hope, to betray him to another puniſh- 
ment ? | 

Mrs. Page. well do it ; let him be ſerit for to morrow 
by eight a clock, to bave nents, 

Re-enter Ford, Page, &c. 

Ford. I cannot find him; may be the knave bragg'd of 
that he could not compaſs. 

Mrs. Page. Heird you that? 

Mrs. Ford. You uſe me well, maſter Ford, do yon ? 

Ford. Ay, ay, I do fo. 

Mrs. Page. Heay'n make you better than your thoughts. 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourſelf mighty wrong, Mr. Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I muſt bear it. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the houſe, and in the cham- 
bers, and in the coffers, and in the preſſes, heav'n forgive 
my ins. 

- Caius. By gas, nor I too: 

Page. Fy, fy, Mr. Ford, 


there is no bodies. 
are you not aſham'd? what 


ſpirit, what devil ſuggeſts this imagination? 1 would not ha' 
your * in this kind, for the wealth of Windſor- 
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Ford. Tis my fault, Mr. Page: I ſuffer for it. 

Eva. You ſuffer for a pad conſcience ; your wife is as ho- 
noſt a o'mans, as I will deſires among five thouſand, and five 
hundred too. ; 

Caius, By gar, I ſee 'tis an honeſt woman. | 

Ford, Well, I promis'd you a dinner ; come, come, walk 
in the park. I pray you pardon me; I will hereafter make 
known to you why I have done this. Come wife, come 
miſtreſs Page, I pray you pardon me : pray heartily pardon 
me. | 
Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, truſt me, we'll mock 
him. I. do invite you to morrow-morning to my houſe to 
breakfaſt, after we'll a birding together ; I have a fine hawk 
for the buſh. Shall it be ſo? | 

Ford. Any thing. wu 

Eva. If there is one, I ſhall make two in the company. 

Caius, If there be one or two, I ſhall make-a the turd. 

For J. Pray you go, Mr. Page. 

Eva. I pray you now remembrance to-morrow on the 
louſy knave, mine Hoſt. 

Caius. Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart. 

Eva. A louſy knave, to have his gibes, and his mockeries. 

[Excunt, 


SCENE Iv. 
Enter Ferton, and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Fent. I ſee I cannot get thy father's love; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan. 
Anne. Alas! how then ? 
Fent. Why, thou muſt be thyſelf. . 
He doth object J am too great of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
I ſeek to heal it only by his wealth, 
Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots paſt, my wild ſocieties : 
And tells me 'tis a thing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, but as a property. 
Anne. May be he tells you true. 
Fent. No, heav'n ſo ſpeed me in. my time to come, 
Albeit, I will confeſs, thy father's wealth 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne : 
E 
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Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than ſtamps in gold, or ſums in ſealed, bags; 
And 'tis the very riches of thyſelf 
That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle Mr. Fenton, 
Yet ſeek my father's love, ſtill ſeek it, Sir: 
If opportunity and humbleſt ſuit 
Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. 

Enter Shallow, Slender and Miſtreſs Quickly. 
Shal. Break their talk, miſtreſs Quickly ; 
My kinſman ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. 
Slen. I'll make a ſhaft or a bolt on't: d'ſlid 'tis but ven- 
turing. 
shal. Be not diſmay'd. 
Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me : 
1 care not for that, but I am affeard. 
Quic. Hark'ye; Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word with 
ou. 
d Anne. I come to him. This is my father's choice, 
O what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Look handſome in three hundred pounds a year? 
Quic. And how does good maſter Fenton ? 
Pray you a word with you. 
Shal. She's coming; to her, coz, 
O boy, thou hadit a father! 

Slen. J had a father, Mrs. Anne; my uncle can tell you 
good jeſts of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs. Anne the 
jeſt, how my father ſtole two geeſe out of a pen, good 
uncle. 

Shal. Miſtreſs Anne, my couſin loves you, 

Slen. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any woman in 
Glouceſterſhire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen, Ay, that I will ; come cut and long-tail under the 
degree of a ſquire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds join- 
ture. 

Anne. Good maſter Shallow, let him woo for himſelf, 

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for that, 
Good comfort; ſhe calls you, coz : I'll leave you. 

Anne. Now maſter Slender. 


Slen, Now good miſtreſs Anne, 
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Anne, What is your will ? 

Slen. My will? od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty jeſt in- 
deed, I ne'er made my will yet, I thank heav'n; I am not 
ſuch a ſickly creature, I give beav'n praiſe, 

Anne. I mean, Mr. Slender, what would you with me? 

Slen. Truly for my own part, I would little or nothing 
with you; your father and my uncle have made motions ; 
if it be my luek, ſo; if not, happy man be his dole ; they 
can tell you how things go better than I can; you may aſk 
your father ; here he comes, 


LEY 


Enter Page, and Miſireſs Page. 


Page. Now maſter Slender : love him, daughter Anne, 
Why how now ? what does maſter Fenton here? 
You wrong me, Sir, thus to haunt my houle : 
I tell you, Sir, my daughter is diſpos'd of. 
Fent. Nay, maſter Page, be not impatient. 
Mrs. Page. Good maſter Fenton, come not to my child, 
Page. She is no match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 
Page. No, good maſter Fenton. 
Come, maſter Shallow ; come, ſon Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, maſter Fenton. 
[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Quic. Speak to miſtreſs Page. 
Fent. Good miſtreſs Page, for that I love your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do, 
Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes and manners, 
J muſt advance the colours of my love, 
And not retire, Let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon fool. 
Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I ſeek you a better huſband, 
Quic, That's my maſter, maſter doctor. 
Anne. Alas I had rather be ſet quick i'th' earth, 
And bowl'd to death with turneps.- 
Mrs. Page. Come trouble not yourſelf, good maſter Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enemy : 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
And as I find her, fo am I affected. 
Till then, farewel Sir; ſhe muſt needs go in, 
Her father will be angry. [Ex. Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Fent, Farewel, gentle miſtreſs ; farewel Nan. 
E 2 


42 THE MERRY WIVES 


Yet wooing a I found thee of more value 
Than ſtamps in gold, or ſums in ſealed. bags; 
And 'tis the very riches of thyſelf 
"That now I aim at. 
Anne, Gentle Mr. Fenton, 
Yet ſeek my father's love, till ſeek it, Sir : 
If opportunity and humbleſt ſuit 
Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither, 
Enter Shallow, Slender and Miſtreſs Quickly. 
Shal. Break their talk, miſtreſs Quickly; 
My kinſman ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. "0 
_ Slen. I'll make a ſhaft or a bolt on't: d'ſlid tis but ven- 
turing. 
Shal. Be not diſmay'd. 
Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me: 
J care not for that, but I am affeard. 


Quic. Bark'ye ; ; Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word with F 
you. N 
Anne. I come to him. This is my father's choice, P 
O what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults F 
Look handſome in three hundred pounds a year? U 
Quic. And how does good maſter Fenton? K's Com 
Pray you a word with you. Kno 
Shal. She's coming ; to her, coz, | 
O boy, thou hadſt a father! 0 
Slen. I had a father, Mrs. Anne; my unele can tell you I 
good jeſts of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs. Anne the In f 
jeſt, how my father ſtole two geeſe out of à pen, good Perf 
uncle. I m 
Shal. Miſtreſs Anne, my couſin loves you, | And 
Slen, Ay, that I do, as well as I love any woman in £ 
Glouceſterſhire. þ 
Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. ( 
Slen, Ay, that Iwill; come cut and long-tail under the 4 
degree of a ſquire. Anc 
Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds join- 1 
ture. I w 
Anne. Good maſter Shallow, let bim woo for himſelf. | My 
Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for that, An 
Good comfort; ſhe calls you, cox : Tl leave you. 'Ti 
Anne. Now maſter Slender. | He 


Slen. Now good miſtreſs Anne, 
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Anne, What % your will ? 

Slen. My will ? od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty jeſt in- 
deed, I ne&'er made my will yet, 1 thank heav'n; I am not 
ſuch a ſickly creature, I give heav'n praiſe. 

Anne. I mean, Mr. Slender, what would you with me? 

Slen. Truly for my own part, I would little or nothing 
with you; your father and my uncle have made motions ; 
if it be my luck,” ſo ; if not, happy man be his dole ; they 
can tell you how things go better than I can; you may aſk 
your father ; here he comes. 


Enter Page, and Miſtreſs Page. 


Page. Now maſter Slender: love him, daughter Anne. 
Why how now ? what does maſter Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, Sir, thus to haunt my houſe : Ji & 
I tell you, Sir, my daughter is diſpos'd of. | . 
Fent. Nay, maſter Page, be not impatient, f 
Mrs. Page. Good maſter Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? q 
Page. No, good maſter Fenton, | 
Come, maſter Shallow ; ; come, ſon Slender, in. 
. my mind, you wrong me, maſter Fenton. 
[Exeunt, Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Quic, Speak to miſtreſs Page. | 
Fent. Good miſtreſs Page, for that I love your davghter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do, 
Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes and manners, 
J muſt advance the colours of my love, 
And not retire, Let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon fool. 
Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I ſeek you a better huſband. 
Quic. That's my maſter, maſter doctor. 
Anne. - Alas I had rather be ſet quick i'th' ourth, 
And bowl'd to death with turneps. 
Mrs. Page. Come trouble not yourſelf, good maſter Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enemy : 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
And as I find her, ſo am I affected. 
Till then, farewel Sir; ſhe muſt needs go in, 
Her father will be angry.  [Ex. Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Fent, Farewel, gentle miſtreſs ; farewel Nan, 
E 2 
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Quic, This is my doing now. Nay, ſaid I, wilt yon 
caſt away your child on a fool, and a phyſician? 
Look on maſter Fenton : this is my doing. 

Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee once t6 night, 
Give my ſweet Nan this ring. There's for thy pains. 

| | [Exit, 

Quie. Now heav'n ſend thee good fortune. A kind heast 
he hath, a woman would run through fire and water for ſuch 
a kind heart. But yet, I would my maſter had miſtreſs 
Anne, or I would Mr. Slender had ber; or, in ſooth, I 


would Mr. Fenton had her. I will do what I can for them 


all three, for ſo I have promis'd, and 1'll be as good as my 
word, but ſpeciouſly for Mr. Fenton, Well, 1 muſt of an- 
other errand to Sir John Falſtaff from my two miſtreſſes; 
what a beaſt am I to lack it? | [Exit, 


SCENE V. 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, I ſay. 

Bard. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of ſack, put a toaſt in't. Have 
I liv'd to be carry'd in a baſket, like a barrow" of butchers 
offal, and to be thrown into the Thames? well, if I be ſerv'd 
ſuch another trick, I'll have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, 
and give them to a dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues 
flighted me into the river, with as little remorſe as they 
would have drown'd a blind bitches puppies, fifteen i' th? lit- 
ter; and you may know, by my ſize, that I have a kind of 
alacrity in ſinking : if the bottom were as deep as hell, I 
ſhould down. I had been drown'd, but that the ſhore was 
ſhelvy and ſhallow ; a death that I abhor; for the water 
ſwells a man: and what a thing ſhoyld I have been when 
T had been ſwell'd? I ſhould have been a mountain of 
mummy. | th | 

Bard. Here's Mrs. Quickly, Sir, to ſpeak with you. 

Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome ſack to the Thames- 
water; for my belly's as cold as if I had ſwallow'd ſnow» 
balls, for pills to cool the reins. Call her in, 

Bard. Come in, woman. 

Enter Miſtreſs Quickly. 
- . Quic, By your leaye: I cry you mercy. 
Give your worſhip good-morrow. 
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Fal. Take away theſe chalices ; ; 
Go, brew me a pottle of ſack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, Sir? 

Fal. Simple of itſelf; I'll no pullet-ſperm in my brew- 
age. How now? 

Quic. Marry, Sir, I come to you worlhip from miſtreſs 
Ford. 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford? I have had bord enough; 1 was 
thrown into the ford; I have my pelly full of ford. 

Quic. Alas the day! good heabt, that was not her fault: 
ſhe does ſo take on with her men; they miſtook their erec- 
tion. * 4 

Fal. So did I mine, to build on a fooliſh woman's bro 
miſe. 

Quic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would yern 
your heart to ſee it. Her huſtzand goes this morning a birds 
ing; ſhe deſires you once more: to come to her, between eight 
and nine, I muſt carry her word quickly, ſhell make you 
amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her ſo, and bid her think 
what a man is: let her conſider bis frailty, and then judge 
of my merit. | 

Quic. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, ſay'ſt thou? 

Quic, Eight and nine, Sir. | 

Fal. Well, be gone; I will not miſs her. 

Quic. Peace be with you, Sir. [Exit. 

Fal. T marvel I hear not of maſter Broom ; he ſent me 
word to ſt:y within: I like his money well. 

Oh, here he comes. 
Enter Ford. 
. Ford. Bleſs you, Sir, 

Fal. Now, maſter Broom, you come to 60 waar hath 
paſs'd between me and Ford's wife. 

Ford. That indeed, Sir John,” is my buſineſs. 

Fal. Maſter Broom, I will not lye to you ; 
J was at her houſe the hour ſhe appointed me. 

Ford. And you ſped, Sir? | 

Fal. Very ill-favour'dly, maſter Broom. 

Ford. How Sir, did ſhe change her determination? | 

Fal. No, maſter oom; but the peaking. cornuto her 
boſband, 1 maſter Broom, _ in à continual larum of 
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Quic. This is my doing now. Nay, ſaid I, wilt you 
caſt away your child on a fool, and a phyſician? 
Look on maſter Fenton: this is my doing. 

Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee once to night, 
Give my ſweet Nan this ring. There's for thy pains. 

| [Exit, 

Quie. Now heav'n ſend thee good fortune. A kind heast 
he hath, a woman would run through fire and water for ſuch 
a kind heart. But yet, I would my maſter had miſtreſs 
Anne, or I would Mr. Slender had her; or, in ſooth, I 
would Mr. Fenton had her. I will do what I can for them 
all three, for ſo I have promis'd, and 1'll be as good as my 
word, but ſpeciouſly for Mr. Fenton. Well, I muſt of an- 
other errand to Sir John Falſtatf from my two miſtreſſes; 
what a beaſt am I to ſlack it? [Exit, 


$S&.N- & V. 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, I fay. 

Bard. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of ſack, put a toaſt in't. Have 
I liv'd to be carry'd in a baſket, like a barrow of butchers 
offal, and to be thrown into the Thames? well, if I be ſerv'd 
ſuch another trick, I'll have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, 
and give them to a dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues 
flizhted me into the river, with as little remorſe as they 
would have drown'd a blind bitches puppies, fifteen i' th' lit- 
ter; and you may know, by my ſize, that I have a kind of 
alacrity in ſinking: if the bottom were as deep as hell, I 
ſhould down. I had been drown'd, but that the ſhore was 
ſhelvy and ſhallow; a death that I abhor; for the water 
ſwells a man: and what a thing ſhoyld I have been when 
J had been ſwell'd? I ſhould have been a mountain of 
mummy. 

Bard. Here's Mrs. Quickly, Sir, to ſpeak with you. 

Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome ſack to the Thames- 
water; for my belly's as cold as if I had ſwallow'd ſhows» 
balls, for pills to cool the reins. Call her in, | 

Bard. Come in, woman. 

Enter Miſtreſs Quickly. 

Quic. By your leaye: I cry you mercy, 
Give your worſhip good-morrow, 
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u Fal. Take away theſe chalices; , 
Go, brew me a pottle of ſack finely. 
Bard. With eggs, Sir? 
Fal. Simple of itſelf; I'll no pullet-ſperm in my brew- 
age. How now? 


. Quic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worſhip from miſtreſs 
c Ford. 
ch Fal. Miſtreſs Ford : > I have had ford enough ; I was 
{s thrown into the ford; I have my belly full of ford. 

I Quic. Alas the day! good heart, that was not her fault: 
m ſhe does ſo take on with her men ; they miſtook their erec- 
y tion. =. 
1 


Fal. So did I mine, to build on a fooliſh woman's pro- 
4 miſe. 
11. Quic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would yern 
your heart to ſee it. Her huſband goes this morning a bids 
ing; ſhe deſires you once more: to come to her, between eight 
and nine, I muſt carry her word quickly, ſhe'll make you 
amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her fo, and bid her think 


wie what a man is: let her conſider his frailty, and then judge 
0 of my merit. 
4 Quic. I will tell her. 
'd, Fal. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, fay'ſt thou ? 
_ Quic, Eight and nine, Sir. 
oO Fal. Well, be gone; I will not miſs her. 
it- Quic. Peace be with you, Sir. | [Exit. 
of Fal. T marvel I hear not of maſter Broom ; he ſent me 
1 word to ſt:y within: I like his money well. 
yes Oh, here he comes. 
nar Enter Ford. 
"wa Ford. Bleſs you, Sir, 
of Fal. Now, maſter Broom, you come to know what hath 
paſs'd between me and Ford's wife. 
Ford. That indeed, Sir John,- is my buſineſs. 
2280 Fal. Maſter Broom, I will not lye to you ; 
. 


J was at her houſe the hour ſhe appointed me. 
Ford. And you ſped, Sir? 
Fal. Very ill-favour'dly, maſter Broom. 


Ford. How Sir, did ſhe change her determination? 
Fal. No, maſter Bioom; but the peaking cornuto her 
buſband, maſter Broom, dwelling in a continual larum of 
B23 
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jealouſy, comes in the inſtant of our encounter, after we had 
embrac'd, kiſs'd, proteſted, and as it were ſpoke the prologue 
of our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble of his companions, 
thither provok'd and inſtigated by his diſtemper, and forſooth, 
to ſearch his houſe for his wife's love. | 

Ford. What, while you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he ſearch for you, and could not find 
you ? F 

Fal. You ſhall hear. As good luck would have it, comes 
in one miſtreſs Page, gives intelligence of Ford's approach, 
and in her invention, and Ford's wife's diſtraction, they con- 
vey'd me into a buck-baſket. 

Ford. A buck baſket ? 

Fal. Vea, a buck-baſket ; ramm'd me in with foul ſhirts 
and ſmocks, ſocks, foul ſtockings, and greaſy napkins, that, 
maſter Broom, there was the rankeſt compound of villainous 
ſmell that ever offended noſtril. 

Ford. And how lay you there? | 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, maſter Broom, what I have 
ſaffer'd, to bring this woman to evil, for. your good. Being 
thus cram'd in the baſket, a couple of Ford's knaves, his 
hinds, were call'd forth by their miſtreſs, to carry me in the 
name of foul clothes to Datchet- lane; they took me on their 
ſhoulders, met the jealous knave their maſter in the door, 
ho aſk'd them once or twice what they had in their baſket; 
J quak'd for fear, leſt the lunatic knave would have ſeareh'd 
it; but fate, ordaining he ſhould be a cuckold, held his hand, 


Well, on went he for a ſearch, and away went I for foul 


clothes; but mark the ſequel, maiter Broom, I ſuffered the 
pangs of three ſeveral deaths : firft, an intolerable fright, to 
be detected by a jealous rotten bell- weather; next to be com- 
pals'd like a good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt 
to point, heel to head; and then to be ſtopt in, like a ſtrong 
diſtillation, with ſtinking clothes, that fretted in their own 
greaſe 2 think of that, a man of my kidney; think of that, 
that am as ſubject to heat as butter; a man of continual dif- 
ſolution and thaw; it was a miracle to *ſcape ſufſocation. 
And in the height of this bath, when I was more than Half 
ſtew'd in greaſe, like a Dutch diſh, to be thrown into the 


Thames, and cool'd, glowing hot, in that ſerge, like a horſe- 
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ſhoe; think of that; hiſſing hot, think of that, maſter 
Broom. 

Ford. In good ſadneſs, Sir, I am ſorry that for my ſake 
you ſuffer'd all this. My ſuit is then deſperate ; you'll un- 
dertake her no more ? 

Fal. Maſter Broom, I will be thrown into Etna, as I 
have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her 
huſband is this morning gone a birding; I have receiv'd from 
her another ambaſſy of meeting; 'twixt eight and nine is the 
hour, maſter Broom. 

Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my appointment, 
Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed ; and the concluſion ſhall be crown'd with your 
enjoying her ; adieu, you ſhall have her, maſter Broom, ma- 
ſter Broom, you ſhall cuckold Ford. Exit. 

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a viſion? is this a dream? do 1 
ſeep? maſter Ford awake, awake maſter Ford; there's a hole 
made in your beſt coat, maſter Ford; this is to be married ! 
this 'tis to have linnen and buck-baſkets! well, I will pro- 
claim myſelf what I am; I will now take the leacher; he is 
at my houſe; he cannot ſcape me; tis impoſſible he ſhould ; 
he cannot creep into a half-penny purſe, nor into a pepper- 
box. But leſt the devil that guides him ſhould aid him, 1 
will ſearch impoſſible places; tho? what I am I cannot avoid, 
yet to be what I would not ſhall not make me tame: if 1 
have horns, to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, 
I'll be horn-mad. [Exit. 


4er. 8 CE WE 1; 


Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Quickly, and William, 


Mrs. Page. IS he at Mr. Ford's already, think'ſt thou ? 

Quic. Sure he is by this, or will be preſent- 
ly ; but truly he is very courageous mad, about his throw- 
ing into the water; Mrs. Ford defires you to come ſud- 
denly. 

Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by; I'll but bring my 
young man here to ſchool. Look where his maſter comes ; 
tis a playing-day I ſce, How now, Sir Hugh, no ſchool to 
day? 
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jealouſy, comes in the inſtant of our encounter, after we had 
embrac'd, kiſs'd, proteſted, and as it were ſpoke the prologue 
of our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble of his companions, 
thither provok'd and inſtigated by his diſtemper, and forſooth, 
to ſearch his houſe for his wife's love. 

Ford. What, while you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he ſearch. for you, and could not find 
you ? K 
Fal. You ſhall hear. As good luck would have it, comes 
in one miſtreſs Page, gives intelligence of Ford's approach, 
and in her invention, and Ford's wife's diſtraction, they con- 
vey'd me into a buck-baſket. 

Ford. A buck- baſket ? . 

Fal. Yea, a buck-baſket ; ramm'd me in with foul ſhirts 
and ſmocks, ſocks, foul ſtockings, and greaſy napkins, that, 
maſter Broom, there was the rankeſt compound of villainous 
ſmell that ever offended noſtril. 

Ford. And how lay you there? 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, maſter Broom, what I have 
ſaffer'd, to bring this woman to evil, for. your good. Being 
thus cram'd in the baſket, a couple of Ford's knaves, his 
hinds, were call'd forth by their miſtreſs, to carry me in the 
name of foul clothes to Datchet- lane; they took me on their 
ſhoulders, met the jealous knave their maſter in the door, 
who aſk'd them once or twice what they had in their baſket ; 
- _ for fear, leſt the lunatic knave would have ſeareh'd 

; but fate, ordaining he ſhould be a cuckold, held his hand, 
Well on went he for a ſearch, and away went I for foul 
clothes; but mark the ſequel, maſter Broom, I ſuffered the 


pangs of three ſeveral deaths: firft, an intolerable fright, to 


be detected by a jealous rotten bell- weather; next to be com- 
paſs'd like a good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt 
to point, heel to head; and then to be ſtopt in, like a ſtrong 
diſtillation, with ſtinking clothes, that fretted in their own 
greaſe : think of that, a man of my kidney; think of that, 
that am as ſubject to heat as butter; a man of continual diſ- 
ſolution and thaw; it was a miracle to *ſcape fuffocation: 
And in the height of this bath, when I was more than. Þalf 
ſtew'd in greaſe, like a Dutch diſh, to be thrown into the 


Thames, and cool'd, glowing hot, in that ſerge, like a horſe- 
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ſhoe; think of that; hiſſing hot, think of that, maſter 
Broom. 

Ford. In good ſadneſs, Sir, I am forry that for my ſake 
you ſuffer'd all this. My ſuit is then deſperate ; you'll un- 
dertake her no more ? 

Fal. Maſter Broom, I will be thrown into Etna, as I 
have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus, Her 
huſband is this morning gone a birding ;: I have receiv'd from 
her another ambaſly of meeting; 'twixt eight and nine is the 
hour, maſter Broom, 

Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my appointment, 
Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed ; and the concluſion ſhall be crown'd with your 
enjoying her ; adieu, you ſhall have her, maſter Broom, ma- 
ſter Broom, you ſhall cuckold Ford, - (Exit, 

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a viſion? is this a dream? do 1 
ſeep? maſter Ford awake, awake maſter Ford; there's a hole 
made in your beſt coat, maſter Ford; this is to be married! 
this 'tis to have linnen and buck-baſkets! well, I will pro- 
claim myſelf what I am; I will now take the leacher; he is 
at my houſe; he cannot ſcape me; tis impoſſible he ſhould ; 
he cannot creep into a half-penny purſe, nor into a pepper- 
box. But leſt the devil that guides him ſhould aid him, I 
will ſearch impoſſible places; tho? what I am I cannot avoid, 
yet to be what I would not ſhall not make me tame: if 1 
have horns, to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, 
Fill be horn-mad. __ - (Exit, 


ACT w. SCENE I. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Quickly, and William. 


Mrs. Page. IS he at Mr. Ford's already, think'ſt thou? 
Quic, Sure he is by this, or will be préſent- 
ly ; ; but truly he is very courageous mad, about his throw- 
ing into the water; Mrs. Ford deſires you to come ſud- 
denly. , 
Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by; I'll but bring my 
young man here to ſchool. Look where his maſter comes; 
"tis a playing-day I ſee, How now, Sir ms no ſchool to 
day? 
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Enter Evans. 
Eva. No ; maſter Slender is let the boys leave to play. 
Quic. Bleſſing of his heart, 
Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my huſband ſays my ſon profits 
nothing in the world at his book ; I pray you aſk him ſome 


. queſtions in his accidence. 


Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up your head, come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, Sirrab, hold up your head; anſwer 
your maſter, be not afraid. 

Eva. William, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. 

Quic. Truly, I thought there had bone one number more, 
becauſe they ſay, od's nowns. 

Eva. Peace, your tatlings, what is, Fair, William ? 

Will. Pulcher. 

Quic, Poulcats? there are fairer things than anna 
ſure. 

Eva. You are a very ſimplicity o man; I pray you peace, 
what is Lapis, William? 

Will. A ſtone. 

Eva. And what is a ſtone, William ? 

Will. A pebble. | | 

Eva. No, it is lapis : I pray you remember in your 
Will, Lapis. 


Eva. That is a good William : what is he, William, that 


does lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrow'd of the prononn, and be thus 
declin'd, Singulariter-nominativo, bic, haec, hoc. 

Eva. Nominativo, hig, bag. hog ; pray you mark: Geni- 
tivo, bujus : well, what is your accu ſati ve caſe ? 

Will. Accuſati ve, binc. 

Eva. I pray you have your remembrance, child, accuſati- 
vo, hing, hang, hog. 

Quic. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, o'man. What is the focative 
coſe, William? | | 

Will. O, vocativo, O. 

Eva. Remember William, focative, is caret. 

Quic. And that's a good root. 

Eva. O'man, forbear. . 

Mrs. Page, Peace. 2 
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Eva. What is your genitive caſe 8 William? 

Will. Genitive caſe ? 

Eva. Ay. 

Will. Genitivo, horum, harum, hborum. 

Quic. Vengeance of Ginyes caſe; fy on her; never name 
her, child, if ſhe be a whore. 

Eva. For ſhame, o'man. 

Quic. You do ill to teach the child ſuch words: he 
teaches him to hie, and to bac, which they'll do faſt enough 
of themſelves; and to call horum ; fy upon you. 

Eva. O'man, art thou, lunacies? haſt thou no under- 
ſtandings for thy caſes, and the numbers of the genders ? 
thou art as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures as I would deſires. 

Mrs. Page. Pr'ythee hold thy peace. 

Eva. Shew me now, William, ſome declenſions of your 
pronofins, 

Will. Forſooth, I have forgot. 

Eva. It is, gui, que, quod, if you forget your quies, your 
ques, and your quods, you muſt be e go your ways 
and play, go. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better ſcholar than I thought he was. 

Eva. He is a good ſprag memory. Farewel, Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. | 
Get you home, boy. Come, we ſtay too long, [Exeunt. 


$ CREME. 


Enter Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Ford. 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, your ſorrow hath eaten up my ſuffer- 
ance ; I ſee you are obſcquious in your love, and | profeſs 
requital to a hair's breadth, not only, miſtreſs Ford, in the 
ſimple office of love, but in all the accoutrement, comple- 
ment, and ceremony of it. But are you ſure of your huf- 
band now? 

Mrs. Ford. He's a birding, ſweet Sir John. 

Mrs. Page. [within.) What hoa, goſſip Ford! what hoa! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into th* chamber, Sir John. 

[Exit Falſtaff, 
Enter Mrs. Page. | 

Mrs. Page. How now, ſweet —_ who's at home beſides 

yourſelf? | 


Mis, Ford. Why none but mine own ole. 
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Enter Evans. 

Eva. No; maſter Slender is let the boys leave to play. 

Quic. Bleſſing of his heart. 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my huſband ſays my ſon profits 
nothing in the world at his book ; I pray you aſk him ſome 
queſtions in his accidence. 

Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up your head, come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your head; anſwer 
your maſter, be not afraid. 

Eva. William, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. | 

Quic. Truly, I thought there had been one number more, 
becauſe they ſay, od's nowns. 

Eva. Peace, your tatlings, what is, Fair, William ? 

Will, Pulcber. 

Quic, Poulcats? there are fairer things than poulcats, 
ſure. 

Eva. You are a very ſimplicity o'man ; I pray you peace, 
what is Lapis, William ? 

Will. A ſtone. 

Eva. And what is a ſtone, William ? 

Will. A pebble. | 

Eva. No, it is lapis: I pray you remember in your 
prain. | 

Will, Lapis. 

Eva. That is a good William: what is he, William, that 
does lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, and be thus 
declin'd, Singulariter-nominativo, bic, haec, hoc. 

Eva. Nominativo, hig, hag, bog ; pray you mark : Geni- 
tivo, hujus : well, what is your accuſative caſe ? 

Will. Accuſati ve, hinc. 

Eva. I pray you have your remembrance, child, accuſati- 
vo, hing, hang, hog. 

Quic. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, o'man. What is the focative 
caſe, William ? 

Will. O, vocativo, O. 

Eva. Remember William, focative, is caret. 

Quic. And that's a good root. | 

Eva. O*'man, forbear. 

Mrs. Page. Peace. 
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Eva. What is your genitive caſe plural, William? 

Will. Genitive caſe? 

Eva. Ay. 

Will. Genitivo, horum, harum, herum. 

Quic. Vengeance of Ginyes caſe; fy on her; never name 
her, child, if ſhe be a whore. 

Eva. For ſhame, o'man. 

Quic. You do ill to teach the child ſuch words: he 
teaches him to hie, and to hac, which they'll do faſt enough 
of themſelves; and to call horum ; fy upon you. 

Eva. O'man, art thou, lunacies? haſt thou no under- 
ſtandings for thy caſes, and the numbers of the genders ? 
thou art as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures as I would deſires. 

Mrs. Page. Pr'ythee hold thy peace. 

Eva. Shew me now, William, ſome declenſions of your 
pronouns, 

Will. Forſooth, I have forgot. 

Eva. It is, gui, que, quod, if you forget your guies, your 
ques, and your quods, you muſt be 3 go your ways 
and play, go. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better ſcholar than I thought he was. 

Eva. He is a good ſprag memory. Farewel, Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. | 
Get you home, boy, Come, we (tay too long, [Excunt. 


e I. 


Enter Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Ford. 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, your ſorrow hath eaten up my ſuffer- 
ance ; I ſee you are obſcquious in your love, and | profeſs 
requital to a hair's breadth, not only, miſtreſs Ford, in the 
ſimple office of love, but in all the accoutrement, comple- 
ment, and ceremony of it. But are you ſure of your huf- 
band now ? 

Mrs. Ford. He's a birding, ſweet Sir John. 

Mrs. Page. [within.} What hoa, goſſip Ford! what hoa! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into th' chamber, Sir John. 

[Exit Falſtaff. 
Enter Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. How now, ſweet heart, who's at home beſides 

yourſelf ? 


Mis, Ford, Why none but mine own people. 
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Mrs. Page, Indeed ? 

Mrs. Ford. No certainly. Speak louder. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body here, 

Mrs, Ford. Why? 

Mrs. Page. Why woman, your huſband is in his old lines 
again; he ſo takes on yonder with my huſband, fo rails a- 
gainſt all married mankind, ſo curſes all Eve's daughters, of 
what complexion foever, and ſo buffets himſelf on the fore- 
head, crying peer-out, peer-out, that any madneſs I ever yet 
beheld ſeem'd but tameneſs, civility and patience to this di- 
{temper he is in now; I am glad the fat knight is not here, 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him, and ſwears he was carry'd 
out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him in a baſket ; proteſts to 
my huſband he is now here, and hath drawn him and the 
reſt of their company from their ſport, to make another ex- 
periment of his ſuſpicion ; but TI am glad the knight is not 
here; now he ſhall ſee his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ford. How ncar is he, miſtreſs Page ? 

Mes. Page. Hard by, at ſtreet's end, he will be here 
anon, 

Mrs. Ford, I am undone, the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why then thou art utterly ſham'd, and he's 
but a dead man. What a woman are you? away with him, 
away with him ; better ſhame than murder, 

Mrs. Ford. Which way ſhould he go? how ſhould I be- 
ſtow him? ſhall I put him into the baſket again? 

Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. No, I'll come no more i'th” baſket : 
May I not go out ere he come? 
Mrs. Page. Alas, alas, three of maſter Ford's brothers 
watch the door with piſtols, that none ſhould iſſue out, 
otherwiſe you might flip ere he came: but what make you 
here ? 

Fal. What ſhall I do? T'll creep up into the chimnay; 

Mrs. Ford. There they always uſe to diſcharge their bird- 
ing-pieces ; creep into the kill-hole. 

Fal. Where is it ? 

Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek there, on my word: neither 
preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an ab- 
ſtrat for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes to them 
by his note; there is no hiding you in the houſe, 
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Fal. VII go out then, 

Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own ſemblance, you 
die, Sir John, unleſs you go out diſguis d. How might we 
diſguiſe him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas-the-day, T know not; there is no wo- 
man's gown big enough for him, otherwiſe he might- put on 
a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and ſo eſcape. 

Fal. Good heart, deviſe ſomething; any extremity, ra- 
ther than miſchief. 


Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of Brainford, 
has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word it will ſerve him, ſhe's as big as 
he is, and there's her thrumb hat, and her muffler too. Run 
up, Sir John, 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir John, Mrs. Page and I will 
look ſome linnen for your head. 


Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you ſtraight, . 


put on the gown the while. Exit Falſtaff, 

Mrs. Ford. I would my huſband would meet him in this 
ſhape, he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford ; he 
ſwears ſhe's a witch, forbaz her my houſe, and hath threatned 
to beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heav'n guide him to thy huſband's cudgel, 
and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards. 

Mrs. Ford. But is my huſband coming ? 

Mrs. Page. Ay in good ſadneſs is he, and talks of the 
baſket too, howſoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that ; for I'll appoint my men ta 
carry the baſket again, to meet him at the door with it as 
they did laſt time. | 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here We ; let's go 
dreſs him like the witch of Brainford. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll firſt direct my men, what they ſhall do 
with the baſket ; go up, I'll bring linnen for him ſtraight, 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt varlet, 

We cannot miſuſe him enough. 

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. 

We do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: 

'Tis old but true, Still ſwine eat all the draugh. 

Mrs, Ford. Go Sirs, take the baſket again on your ſhoul- 


© > 
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Mrs. Page, Indeed ? | 2 

Mrs. Ford. No certainly. Speak louder. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body here, 

Mrs. Ford. Why? 

Mrs. Page. Why woman, your huſband is in his old lines 
again; he ſo takes on yonder with my huſband, fo rails a- 
gainſt all married mankind, ſo curſes all Eve's daughters, of 
what complexion foever, and ſo buffets himſelf on the fore- 
head, crying peer-out, peer-out, that any madneſs I ever yet 
beheld ſeem'd but tameneſs, civility and patience to this di- 
ftemper he is in now; I am glad the fat knight is not here, 

Mrs. Ford, why, does he talk of him ? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him, and ſwears he was carry 
out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him in a baſket ; proteſts to 
my huſband he is now here, and hath drawn him and the 
reſt of their company from their ſport, to make another. ex- 
periment of his ſuſpicion ; but I am glad the knight is not 
here; now he ſhall ſee his own foolery. | 

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, miſtreſs Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by, at ſtreet's end, he will be hi 
anon. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 am undone, the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why then thou art utterly ſham'd, and he's 
but a dead man. What a woman are you? away with him, 
away with bim; better ſhame than murder, 

Mrs. Ford. Which way ſhould he go? how ſhould I be- 
ſtow him? ſhall I put him into the baſket again? 

| Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. No, I'll come no more ith” baſket : 
May I not go out ere he come? 

Mrs. Page. Alas, alas, three of maſter Ford's brothers 
watch the door with piſtols, that none ſhould ifſue out, 
otherwiſe you might flip ere he came: but what make you 

here? a 147038 


Fal. What ſhall I do? I'll creep up into the digg 


Mrs. Ford. There they always uſe to diſcharge their bird - 


Ing-pieces ; ; creep into the kill-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? | 

Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek there, on my word: neither 
preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an ab- 


ſtrat for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes to as 
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Fal. VII go out then. 

Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own fhmdlance, you 
die, Sir John, unleſs you go out diſguis d. How might we 
diſguiſe him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas-the-day, I know not; there is no wo- 
man's gown big enough for him, otherwiſe he might- put on 
a hat, a muffler, and # kerchief, and fo eſcape. 

Fal. Good heart, deviſe ſomething; any extremity, ra- 
ther than miſchief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of Brainford, 
has a gown above. 

Mrs, Page. On my word it will ſerve him, ſhe's as big as 
he is, and there's her thrumb hat, and her muffler too. Run 
up, Sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir John, Mrs. Page and I will 
look ſome linnen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you ſtraight, . 
put on the gown the while. [Exit Falſtaff. 

Mrs. Ford. I would my huſband would meet him in this 
ſhape, he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford ; he 
ſwears ſhe's a witch, forbad her my houſe, and hath threatned 
to beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heav'n guide him to thy huſband's cudgel, 
and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards. 

Mrs. Ford. But is my huſband coming? 

Mrs. Page. Ay in good ſadneſs is he, and talks of the 
baſket too, howſoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that ; for I'll appoint my men to 
carry the baſket again, to meet him at the Go with it as 
they did laſt time. | 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here n dare go 
dreſs him like the witch of Brainford. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll firſt direct my men, what they ſhall do 
with the baſket ; go up, I'll bring linnen for him ſtraight. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt varlet, 

We cannot miſuſe him enough. , 

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. 

We do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: 

'Tis old but true, Still ſwine eat all the draugh. 
Mrs. Ford. Go Sirs, take the-baſket again on your ſhoul- 
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ders; your maſter is hard at door; if he bid you we it 
down, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. 
Enter Servants with the Basket. 

x Serv. Come, come, take up. 

2 Serv. Pray heav'n it be not full of the knight again. 

x Serv. I hope not. I had as lief bear ſo much lead. 

Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Onius and Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, maſter Page, have you 
any way then to unfool me again? ſet down the basket, vil- 
lain; ſomebody call my wife: youth in a basket! oh you 
panderly raſcals, there's a knot, a gang, a pack, a conſpi- 
racy againſt me; now ſhall the devil be ſham'd. What wife, 
I fay ; come, come forth, behold what honeſt clothey you 
ſend forth to bleaching. a 

Page. Why, this paſſes maſter Ford; you are not to. go 
looſe any longer, you muſt be pinion'd. 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics; this is mad as a mad dog. 

Shal. Indeed, maſter Ford, this is not well indeed. 

Ford. So ſay I too, Sir. Come hither miſtreſs Ford, 
miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the vir- 
tuous creature, that hath the jealous fool tot her huſband : 1 
ſuſpe without cauſe, miſtreſs, do I? 

Mrs. Ford, Heav'n be my witneſs you do, if you ſuſpe& 
me in any diſhoneſty, 

Ford. Well ſaid, brazen-face, hold it out. Come forth, 
Grrah. [ Pulls the clothes out of the basket, 

Page. This paſſes. | ; 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not aſham'd ? let the clothes alone. 

Ford. I ſhall find you anon, 

Eva. Tis unreaſonable ; will you take up your wife's 
clothes? come away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I ſay. 

Mrs. Ford. Why man, why ? 

Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, there was one con- 
vey'd out of my houſe yeſterday imthis basket; why may 
not he be there again? in my houſe I am ſure he is; my 
intelligence is true, my jealouſy is reaſonable, pluck me out 
all the linnen. | 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man oo he ſhall die a flea's 
death. 

Page. Here's no man, 


Jou. 
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Shal. By my fidelity this is not well, maſter Ford; this 
wrongs you. | | 207 0 

Eva. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your own heart; this is jealouſies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here I ſcek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elſe but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to ſearch my houſe this one time; if I find 
not what I ſeck, ſhew no colour for my extremity ; let me 
for ever be your table-ſport ; let them ſay of me, As jea- 
lous as Ford, that ſearched a hollow walnut for his wife's 
lemman. Satisfy me once more, once more ſearch with 
me. | | 

Mrs. Ford, What hoa, miſtreſs Page ! come you and the 
old woman down; my huſband will come into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman! what old woman's that? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brainford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean; have I 
not forbid her my houſe : ſhe comes of errands, does ſhe ? 
we are ſimple men, we do not know what's brought to paſs 
under the profeſſion of fortune-telling. She works by charms, 


by ſpells, by the figure, and ſuch dawbry as this is, beyond 


our element; we know nothing. Come down, you witch, 

you hag you, come down, I ſay. | 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, good ſweet huſband ; good gentlemen, 

let him not ſtrike the old woman. | 


Enter Falſtaff in Woman's Clot bes. 


Mrs. Page. Come mother Prat, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ford. I'll prat her. Out of my door you witch, [Beats 
him.) you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you runnion, 
out, out, out; I'll conjure you, I'll. fortune-tell you. 

| : Exit Fal. 
Mrs. Page. Are you not aſham'd ? 
J think you have kill'd the poor woman. 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it; 'tis, a goodly eredit for 


Ford. Hang her, witch, 

Eva. By yea, and no, I think the o'man is a witch in- 
deed : I like not when a o'man has a great pcard ; I ſpy a 
great peard under her mufflar. 0 

F 
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ders; your maſter is hard at door; if he bid you ſet it 
down, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. 
Enter Servants with the Basket. 

x Serv. Coa.e, come, take up. 

2 Serv. Pray heav'n it be not full of the knight again. 

x Serv. 1 hope not. I had as lief bear ſo much lead. 

Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, nius and Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, maſter Page, have you 
any way then to unfool me again? ſet down the basket, vil- 
lain; ſomebody call my wife: youth in a basket! oh you 
panderly raſcals, there's a knot, a gang, a pack, a conſpi- 
. racy againſt me; now ſhall the devil be ſham'd. What wife, 
I fay ; come, come forth, behold what honeſt clothes you 
ſend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this paſſes maſter Ford; you are not to. go 
looſe any longer, you muſt be pinion'd. 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics; this is mad as a mad dog. 

Shal. Indeed, maſter Ford, this is not well indeed. 

Ford. So ſay I too, Sir. Come hither miſtreſs Ford, 
miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the vir- 
tuous creature, that hath the jealous fool tocher huſband : I 
ſuſpe& without cauſe, miſtreſs, do I ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my witneſs you do, if you ſuſpect 
me in any diſhoneſty. 

Ford. Well ſaid, brazen face, hold it out. come forth, 
frrah. [ Pulls the clothes out of the basket. 

Page. This paſſes. 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not aſham'd ? let the clothes alone. 

Ford. I ſhall find you anon. 

Eva. Tis unreaſonable ; will you take up your wife's 
clothes? come away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I ſay. 

Mrs. Ford. Why man, why ? 

Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, there was one con- 
vey'd out of my houſe yeſterday invthis basket; why may 
not he be there again? in my houſe I am ſure he is; my 
intelligence is true, my jealouſy is reaſonable, pluck me out 
all the linnen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he ſhall die a flea's 
death. 

Page. Here's no man. 
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Shal. By my fidelity this is not well, maſter Ford; this 
wrongs you. 

Eva. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your own heart; this is jealouſies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here I ſcek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elſe but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to ſearch my houſe this one time; if I find 
not what I ſeck, ſhew no colour for my extremity ; let me 


for ever be your table-ſport ; let them ſay of me, As jea- 


lous as Ford, that ſearched a hollow walnut for his wife's 
lemman. Satisfy me once more, once more ſearch with 
me. | 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, miſtreſs Page! come you and the 
old woman down ; my huſband will come into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman! what old woman's that? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brainford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean ; have I 
not forbid her my houſe : ſhe comes of errands, does the ? 
we are {imple men, we do not know what's brought to paſs 
under the profeſſion of fortune-telling. She works by charms, 
by ſpells, by the figure, and ſuch dawbry as this is, beyond 
our element; we know nothing. Come down, you witch, 
you hag you, come down, I ſay. | 

Mrs, Ford. Nay, good ſweet huſband ; good gentlemen, 
let him not ſtrike the old woman. 


Enter Falſtaff in I/oman's Clothes. 


Mrs. Page. Come mother Prat, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ford. I'Il prat her. Out of my door you witch, [Beats 
him.) you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you runnion, 
out, out, out; I'll conjure you, I'll fortune-tell you. 

| [Exit Fal, 
Mrs. Page. Are you not aſham'd ? 
T think you have kill'd the poor woman. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it; 'tis, a goodly credit for 
you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch, 

Eva. By yea, and no, I think the o'man is a witch in- 
deed : I like not when a o'man has a great pcard ; I ſpy a 
great peard under ber muffir. ; 
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Ford, Will you follow, gentlemen? I beſeech you follow; 
ſee but the iſſue of my jealouſy ; if IT cry out thus upon no 
trial, never truſt me when I open again, 

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further : 

Come, gentlemen. [Exeunt, 

Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by th' maſs that he did not; he beat 
him moſt unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow'd, and hung o'er 
the altar; it hath done meritorious ſervice. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you? may we, with the warrant 
of woman hood, and the witneſs of a good conſcience, pur- 
ſue him with any further revenge? 

Mrs. Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſs is ſure ſcar'd out of 
him; if the devil have him not in fee-ſimple, with fine and 
recovery, he will never, I think, in the way of waſte, at- 
tempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our huſbands how we have ſery- 
ed him? 

Mrs. Page. Ves, by all means; if it be but to ſerape the 
figures out of your huſband's brain. If they can find in their 
hearts the poor unvirtuous fat knight ſhall be any further 
afflicted, we two will ſtill be the miniſters. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant they'll have him publicly ſham'd; 
and methinks there would be no period to the jeſt, ſhould he 
not be publicly ſham'd. 

Mrs. Page. Come to the forge with it, then ſhape it: I 
would not have things cool. [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Hoſt and Bardolph. 


Bard. Sir, the German deſires to have three of your horſes; 
the duke himſelf will be to morrow at court, and they are 
going to meet him, 


Hoſt. What duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly ? I hear 


not of him in the court : let me ſpeak with the gentlemen ; 
they ſpeak Englith ? 


Bard. Sir, I'll call them to you, 
Hoſt. They ſhall have my horſes, but I'll make them 
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pay, I'll ſwace them. They have had my houſe a week at 
command; I have turn'd away my other gueſts ; they muſt 
come off; I'll ſwace them, come. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Iv. 


Enter Page, Ford, Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford, 


and Evans. 


Eva, Tis one of the beſt diſeretions of a o'man as ever I 
did look upon, 

Page. And did he ſend you both theſe letters at an in- 
ſtant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour, 

Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou wilt ; 
T rather will ſvſpe the ſun with cold, 

Than thee with wantonneſs; now doth thy honour ſtand, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm of faith. 
Page. Tis well, 'tis well; no more. 
Be not extream in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our plot go forward: let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public ſport, 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that they ſpoke of, 

Page. How? to ſend him word they'll meet him in the 
park at midnight ? fie, he, hell never come. 

Eva. You ſay he hath been thrown into the river; and 
has been grievouſly peaten, as an old o'man ; methinks there 
ſhould be terrors in him, that he ſhould not come; methinks 
his ficſh is puniſh'd, he ſhall have no deſires. 

Page. So think I too. 

Mrs. Ford. Deviſe but how you'il uſe him when he comes; 
And let us two deviſe to bring him thither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter, ſometime a keeper in Windſor foreſt, 

Doth all the winter time at ſtill of midnight 

Walk round about an oak, with great ragged horns, 
And there he blaſts the tree, and takes the cattle, 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a chain 
In a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. 
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Ford, Will you follow, gentlemen? I beſeech you follow; 
ſee but the iſſue of my jealouſy ; if I cry out thus * no 
trial, never truſt me when I open again, 

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further: 

Come, gentlemen. | [Exeunt, 

Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by th' maſs that he did not ; he beat 
him moſt unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow'd, and hung o'er 
the altar; it hath done meritorious ſervice. 

Mrs. Ford, What think you? may we, with the warrant 
of woman-hood, and the witneſs of a good conſcience, pur- 
ſue him with any further revenge ? 

Mrs. Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſs. is ſure ſcar'd out of 
him; if the devil have him not in fee-ſimple, with ſine and 
recoyery, he will never, I think, in the way of waſte, at- 
tempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our huſbands how we have ſery- 
cd him ? 

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to ſcrape the 
figures out of your huſband's brain. If they can find in their 
hearts the poor unvirtuous fat knight ſhall be any further 
afflicted, we two will till be the miniſters. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant they'll have him publicly ſham'd ; 
and methinks there would be no period to the jeſt, ſhould he 
not be publicly ſham'd. 


Mrs. Page. Come to the forge with it, then ſhape it: L 
would not have things cool, [Execunt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Hoſt and Bardolph. 


Bard. Sir, the German deſires to have three of your horſes; 
the duke himſelf will be to morrow at court, and they are 


going to meet him. 


Hoſt. What duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly I hear 
not of him in the court : let me ſpeak with the gentlemen ; 
they ſpeak Engliſh? 

Bard. Sir, I'll call them to you, 

Hoſt. They ſhall have my borſes, but ri} wake them 


pay. 
comn 
come 
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pay, I'll ſwace them. They have had my houſe a week at 


command; I have turn'd away my other gueſts ; they muſt 
come off; I'll ſwace them, come. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Page, Ford, Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford, 


and Evans. 


Eva. Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a,o'man as ever I 
did look upon, 

Page. And did he ſend yu both theſe letters at an in- 
ſtant? © 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour, 

Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou wilt ; 

T rather will ſoſpect the fun with cold, 
Than thee with wantonneſs; now doth thy honour ſtand, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm of faith, | 
Page. 'Tis well, 'tis well; no more. 
Be not extream in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our plot go furward : let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public ſport, ' 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, | 
Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that they ſpoke of, 

Page. How? to ſend him word they'll meet him in ob 
park at midnight? fie, fie, he'll never come. 

Eva. You ſay he hath been thrown into the des; and 
has been grievouſly peaten, as an old o man; methinks there 
ſhould be terrors in him, that he ſhould not come; methinks 
his fleſh is puniſh'd, he ſhall have no defires. 

Page. So think I too. 

Mrs. Ford. Deviſe but how you'il uſe him when A comes ; j 
And let us two deviſe to bring him thitber. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne 8 
Hunter, ſometime a keeper in Windſor foreſt, £ 
Doth all the winter time at ſtill of midnight 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragged horns, 

And there he blaſts the tree, and takes the cattle, 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and duke a _ 
In a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. - 

F 3 
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You have heard of ſuch a ſpirit, and well you know 

The {ſuperſtitious idle-headed Eld - 
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why yet there want not many that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne's oak; 

But what of this ? 

Mrs. Ford. Marry this is our device, 

That Falſtaff at that oak ſhall meet with us. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 
And in this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 
What (hall be done with him? what is your plot? 

Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, and thus: 
Nan Page, (my daughter) and my little ſon, 

And three or four more of their growth, we'll dreſs 
Like urchin, ouphes, and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 
And rattles in their hands; upon a ſudden, 
As Falſtaff, ſne, and J, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a ſaw-pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed ſong : upon their ſight 
We two, in great amazedneſs, will fly ; 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And fairy-like to pinch the unclean knight ; 
And aſk him why, that hour of fairy revel, 
Jn their ſo ſacred paths he dares to tread 
In ſhape prophane. 
Mrs. Ford. And ?till be tell he truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed fairies pinch bim ſound, 
And burn him with their tapers. 

Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 

We'll all preſent ourſelves; dif horn the ſpirit, 
And mock him home to Windſor. 

Ford. The children muſt 
Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't. 

Eya. I will teach the children their behaviours; and 1 


will be like a jack-a-napes alſo, to burn the knight with my 


taber. 

Ford. This will be excellent. 
]'ll go buy them vizards. 

Mrs. Page. My Nan ſhall be the queen of all the fairies, 
Finely attired in a robe of white. 


OF 
my 


ies, 
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Page. That ſilk would J go buy, and in that time 
Shall Mr. Slender ſteal my Nan away, 
And marry her at Eaton, Go, ſend to Falſtaff ſtraight, 
Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the name of Broom ; 
He'll tell me all his purpoſe. Sure he'll come. 


Mrs. Page. Fear not you that ; go get us properties 
And tricking for your fairies. 


Eva. Let us about it, 
It is admirable pleaſures, and very honeſt knaveries. 


[Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans. 
Mrs. Page. Go, Mrs. Ford, 


Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 


{Exit Mrs. Ford. 
I'll to the doctor, he hath my good will, 
And none but he to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, tho' well landed, is an ideot ; 
And he my huſband beſt of all affects: 
The doctor is well money'd, and his friends 
Potent at court; he, he, none but he ſhall have her, 
Tho' twenty thouſand worthier came to crave her. [Exis. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Holl and Simple. 


Hoſt. What wouldſt thou have, boor ? what, thick-ſkin ? 
ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs ; brief, ſhort, quick, ſnap. 

Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John Falſtaff, 
from Mr. Slender. 

Hoſt. There's his chamber, his houſe, his caſthe, bis 
ſtanding-bed and truckle-bed; 'tis painted about with the 
ſtory of the prodigal, freſh and new; go, knock and call ; 
he'll ſpeak like an unchrogophiaginion unto thee: knock, I 
ſay. | 

Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman gone up into 
his chamber; I'll be fo bold as ſtay, Sir, till the come down ;, 
I come to ſpeak with her indeed. 

Hoſt. Ha! a fat woman? the knight may be robb' : Pit 
call. Bully-knight ! bully-Sir John! ſpeak frem thy lungs 
military: art thou there? it is thine Hoſt, thine Epheſan 
calls. ö | 


F 3 
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Enter Falſtaff. - 


Fal. How now, mine Hoſt ? 

Hoſt, Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming down 
of thy fat woman: let her deſcend, bully, let her deſcend ; 
my chambers are honourable, fie, privacy ? fie. 

Fal. There was, mine Hoſt, an old fat woman even now 
with me, but ſhe's gone. 

Simp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe woman of Brain- 
ford ? 

Fal. Ay marry was it, muſcle-ſhell, what would you with 
her ? 

Simp. My maſter, Sir, my maſter Slender ſent to her, 
ſeeing her go thro? the ſtreet, to know, Sir, whether one 
Nym, Sir, that beguil'd him of a chain, had the chain, or 
no. 

Fal. I ſpake with the old woman about it. 

Simp. And what ſays ſhe, I pray Sir? 

Fal. Marry ſhe ſays, that the very ſame man that beguil'd 
maſter Slender of his chain, cozen'd him of it. 

Simp. I would I could have ſpoken with the woman her- 
felf, I had other things to have ſpoken with her too, from 
him, 

Fal. What are they? let us know. 

Hoſt. Ay, come; quick. 

Simp. I may not conceal them, Sir. 

Hoſt, Conceal them, or thou dy'ſt. 

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing, but about miſtreſs 
Anne Page; to know if it were my maſter's fortune to have 
ber or no. . 

Fal. Tis, 'tis his fortune. 

Simp. What, Sir? 


Fal. To have her, or no: go; ſay the woman told me 


to. 
Simp. May I be fo bold to fay fo, Sir?. 
Hoſt. Ay Sir; like who more bold. 


Simp. I thank your worſhip: I ſhall make my maſter lad 


with theſe tidings. [ Exit Simple. 
Hoſt. Thou art clarkly; thou art clarkly, Sir John: was 
Were a wife woman with thee ? 
Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hoſt, one that hath CR 
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me more wit than ever I learn'd before in my life ; and I 
paid nothing for it neicher, but was paid for my learning. 


Enter Bardolph. 


Bard. Out alas, Sir, cozenage; meer cozenage ! 

Hoſt. Where be my horſes? ſpeak well of them, var- 
letto. 

Bard. Run away with 0 cozeners; for ſo ſoon as I came 
beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind one of them 
in a ſlough of mire, and ſet ſpurs, and away; like three 
German devils, three doctor Fauſtuſes. 

Hoſt. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain, do not 
ſay they be fled; Germans are honeſt men. 


Euter Evans. 


Eva. Where is mine Hoſt ? 

Hoſt. What is the matter, Sir ? 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments; there is a 
friend o' mine come to town, tells me there is three cozen- 
jermans that has cozen'd all the Hoſts of Reading, of Maiden- 
Head, of Cole-Brook, of horſes and money. I tell you for 
good will, look you; you are wiſe, and full of gibes and 
vlouting- ſtocks, and 'tis not convenient you ſhould be cozened ; 
fare you well, [Exit. 


Enter Caius. 


Caius. Ver is mine Hoſt de Jarteer? | 

Hoſt. Here, maſter doctor, in perplexity and doubtful di- 
temma. 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is aut; but it is tell-a-me, dat 
you make a grand preparation for a duke de Famany ; by my 
trot, der is no duke dat the court is know, to come: I tell 
you for good will; adieu. | [ Exit. 

Hoſt, Hue and cry, villain, go; afliſt me, knight, I am 
undone ; 2 run, hue and cry. Villain, I am undone. 

[Exit. 

Fal. 1 would all the world. might be cozen'd, for I have 
been cozened and beaten too. If it ſhould come to the ear 
of the court, how I have been transformed, and how my 
transformation hath been waſh'd and cudgel'd, they would 


» * 
* — — - = LC — 
——— —f:ñ—ä— —p ͤ — — oo or — 


60 THE MERRY WIVES 


melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor fiſhermens 
boats with me; 1 warrant they would whip me with their 
fine wits, till J were as creſt-faln as a dry'd pear. I never 
proſper'd ſince I forſwore myſelf at Primero. Well, if my 
wind were but long enough, I would repent. Now, whence 
come you ? 


Enter Miſtreſs Quickly. 


Quic. From the two parties, forſooth. 

Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the other, 
and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'd ; I have ſuffer'd more for 
their ſakes, more than the villainous inconſtancy of man's 
diſpoſition is able to bear, 

Quic. And have not they ſuffer'd? yes, I warrant, ſpe- 
ciouſly one of them ; miſtreſs Ford, good heart, is beaten 
black and blue, that you cannot ſee a white ſpot about 
her. 

Fal. What tell'ſt thou me of black and blue? I was 
beaten myſelf into all the colours of the rain-bow ; and 
I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brainford, 
but that my admirable dexterity of wit, counterfeiting 
the action of an old woman, deliver'd me, the knave 
conſtable had ſet me i' th' ſtocks, i“ th' common ſtocks for a 
witch. 

Quic. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your chamber, you 
ſhall hear how things go, and, I warrant, to your content. 
Here is a letter will ſay ſomewhat. Good hearts, what ado 
is here to bring you together? ſure one of you does not ſerye 
heav'n well, that you are fo croſs'd. 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. ; — 


* 


SCENE VI. 15 


Enter Fenton and Holt * WY 
Hoſt. Maſter Fenton, talk not to me, my Wine is * 


I will give over all. 
Fent. Yet hear me ſpeak ; aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, 
And, as J am a gentleman, ]'ll give thee ' 
A hundred pound in gold more than your loſs. 
\ Hoſt. I will hear you, maſter Fenton; „ and I will at the 
leaſt, keep your counſel. 4 


* 
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Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page, 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection, 

(So far forth as herſelf might be her chuſer) 

Ev'n to my wiſh ;. I have a letter from her 

Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof's ſo larded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted, 

Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John Falſtaff 
Hath a great ſcene; the image of the jeſt 

Tl ſhew you here at large. Hark good mine Hot ; 
To night at Herne's oak, juſt *twixt twelve and one, 
Muſt my ſweet Nan preſent the fairy queen, 

The purpoſe why, is here; in which diſguiſe, 
While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to ſlip 

Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton | 
Immediately to marry ; ſhe hath conſented. Now Sir, 
Her mother, even ſtrong againſt the match, 
And-firm for doctor Caius, hath appointed 

That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 

While other ſports are taſking of their minds, 

And at the deanry, where à prieft attends, 
Straight marry her; to this her mother's plot 

She, ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath. 

Made promiſe. to the doſtor: now thus it reſts ; 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white 

And in that habit, when Slender ſees his time 

To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 

She ſhall'go with him. Her mother hath intended, 
The better to devote her to the doctor, 

(For they mult all be maſk'd and vizarded) 

That, quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 
With ribbands-pendant, flaring bout her head; 
And when the doctor ſpies bis vantage ripe, 

To pinch her: by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given conſent to go with him. 


Hoſt. Which means ſhe to deceive ?: father or mother? 


Fent. Both, my good Hoſt, to go along with me; 
And here it reſts, that you'll procure the vicar 
To ſtay for me at church, *twixt twelve and one, 
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And in the lawful name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 
Hoſt. Well, huſband your device; I'll to the vicar, 
Bring you the maid, you ſhall not lack a prieſt. 
Fent. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Beſide, I'll make a preſent recompence. [Exeunt, 


er VCO DS -& 


Enter Falſtaff and Miſreſs Quickly. 


Fal. D)R'Ythee no more pratling ; go, I'll hold. This is 
the third time; I hope good luck lyes in odd num- 
bers; away, go; they ſay there is divinity in odd numbers, 
either in nativity, chance or death ; away. 
Mrs. Quic. I'll provide you a chain, and I'll do what I 
can to get you a pair of horns. [Exit Mrs. Quickly. 
Fal. Away, I ſay, time wears: hold up your head, and 
mince, 
Enter Ford. 
How now, maſter Broom ? maſter Broom, the matter will be 


known to night, or never. Be you in the park about mid- 
night, at Herne's oak, and you ſhall ſee wonders. 


Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday, Sir, as you told 


me you had appointed ? 

Fal. I went to her, maſter Broom, as you ſee, like a poor 
old man ; but I came from her, maſter Broom, like a poor 
old woman. That ſame knave, Ford her huſband, hath the 
fineſt mad devil of jealouſy in him, maſter Broom, that ever 
govern'd frenzy. I will tell you, he beat me grievouſly, in the 
ſhape of a woman ; for in the ſhape of a man, maſter Broom, 
I fear not Goliah with a weaver's beam; becauſe I know alſo 
life is a ſhuttle ; I am in haſte; go along with me, Ill tell 
you all, maſter Broom. Since | pluckt geeſe, play'd truant, 
and whipt top, I knew not what 'twas to be beaten, till 
lately. Follow me, 1'll tell you ſtrange things of this knave 
Ford, on whom to night I will be reveng'd, and I will de- 


liver his wife into your hand. Follow; ſtrange things in 


hand, maſter Broom ; follow. [ Exeunt. 
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S CEN'E II. 


Enter Page, Shallow and Slender. 


Page. Come, come; we'll couch i” th' caſtle-ditch, till 
we ſee the light of our fairies, Remember, ſon Slender, my 
daughter, 

Sleu. Ay forſooth, I have ſpoke with her, and we have 
a nay-word how to know one another. I come to her in 
white and cry mum, ſhe cries budget, and by that we know 
one another. 

Shal. That's good too; but what needs either your mum, 
or her budget? the white will decipher her well enough. It 
hath ſtruck ten a clock, 


Page. The night is dark, light and ſpirits will become it 


well; beav'n proſper our ſport. No man means evil but — 


the devil, and we ſhall know him by his horns. Let's away; 
follow me. [Excunt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford and Caius. 


Mrs. Page. Mr. doctor, my daughter is in green; when 
you ſee your time, take her by the hand, away with her to 
the deanry, and diſpatch it quickly; go before into the 
park; we two muſt go together. 

Caius. I know vat I have to do; adieu. Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, Sir. My huſband will not re- 
joice ſo much at the abuſe of Falſtaff, as he will chaf* at the 
doctor's marrying my daughter: but 'tis no matter; better 
a little chiding, than a great deal of heart- break. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of fairies, 
and the Welch devil Herne ? 

Mrs. Page. They are all conch'd in a pit hard by Herne's 
oak, with obſcur'd lights; which at the very inſtant of 
Falſtaff's and our meeting they will at once diſplay to the 
night. 

Mrs. Ford, That cannot chuſe but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd; if he 
be amaz'd he will be mock'd 


Mrs, Ford, We'll betray him finely, 
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Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch lewdſters, and their lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them do no treachery. 

Mrs. Ford, The hour draws on; to the oak, to the 
oak. [Excunt, 


— 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 


Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come and remember your parts: 
be void, I pray you, follow me into the pit, and when 1 
gi he watch-'ords do as I bid you: come, come; trib, 
trib. [ Exeunt, 


$.C E NE. V. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. The Windſol bell hath ſtruck twelve, the minute 
draws on; now the hot-blooded gods aſſiſt me. Remember 
Jove, thou waſt a bull for thy Europa; love ſet on thy 
horns. Oh powerful love! that in ſome reſpects makes a 
beaſt a man; in ſome other, a man a beaſt. You were alſo, 
Jupiter, a ſwan, for the love of Leda: oh omnipotent love! 
how near the god drew to the complexion of a gooſe ; a 
fault done firſt in the form of a beaft, O Jove, a beaſtly 
fault; and then another fault in the ſemblance of a- fowl ; 
think on't, Jove, a foul fault. When gods have hot backs, 
what ſhall poor men do? for me, I am here a Windſor ſtag, 
and the fatteſt, I think, i' th' forcſt. Send me a cool rut- 
time, Jove, or who can blame me to piſs my tallow ? -who 
comes here? my doe? 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford and! Miſtreſs Page. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer ? 
My male-deer ? 

Fal. My doe with the black ſcnt ? let the ſky rain ben 
toes, let it thunder to the tune of Green Sleeves, bail kiſſing- 
comfits, and ſnow eringoes; let there come a tempeſt of 
provocation, I will ſhelter me here. 

Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs Page is come with me. ſweet heart. 

Fal. Divide me like a brib'd buck, each a haunch, I will 
keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the fellow of this 
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walk, and my horns I bequeath your huſbands. Am 1 a 
woodman, ha? ſpeak I like Herne the hunter? why, now 
is Cupid a child of conſcience, he makes reſtitution, As 1 
am a true ſpirit, welcome. [ Noiſe within. 
Mrs. Page. Alas! what noiſe ? 
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n forgive our ſins, 
Fal. What ſhould this be? 
Mrs. Ford. Mrs. . Away, away. 
[The women run out. 
Fal. I think the devil will not have me dami'd, 
Leſt the oil that is in me ſhould ſet hell on fire; 
He would never elſe croſs me thus. 


Enter Fairies. 


Quic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
You moon-ſhine revellers, and ſhades of night, 
You orphan-heirs of fixed deſtiny, 
Attend your office, and your quality. 
Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o- yes. 
Piſt. Elves, lift your names; ſilence, you airy toys, 
Cricket, to Windfor chimneys ſhalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou find'ſt unrak'd, and hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilbery. 
Our radiant queen hates ſlut and ſluttery. 
Fal. They are fairies, he that ſpeaks to them ſhall die. 
T'll wink and couch; no man their works muſt eye. 
Hes down upon his face. 
Eva. Where's Bede? go you, and where you find a maid 
That ere ſhe fleep hath thrice her prayers faid, 
Raiſe up the organs of her fantaſie, 
Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs infancy ; 
But thoſe that ſleep and think not on their fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, ſhoulders, ſides and ſhins, 
Quic. About, about; ö 
Search Windſor caſtle, 8 within and out, 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacred room, 
That it may ſtand 'till the perpetual doom, 
In ſtate as wholeſome, as in ſtate 'tis fit; 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The ſeveral chairs of order look you ſcour. 
With juice of balm and ev'ry precious flow'r ; 
| G 
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Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch lewdſters, and their lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them do no treachery. 

Mrs. Ford, The hour draws on; to the oak, to the 
oak. [Excunt, 


— 


er N IV; 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 


Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come and remember your parts: 
be d, I pray you, follow me into the pit, and when J 
gi he watch-ords do as I bid you: come, come; trib, 
trib. LExeunt. 


$ GN. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. The Windſol bell hath ſtruck twelve, the minute 
draws on; now the hot-blooded gods aſſiſt me. Remember 
Jove, thou waſt a bull for thy Europa; love ſet on thy 
horns. Oh powerful love! that in ſome reſpects makes a 
beaſt a man; in ſome other, a man a beaſt. You were alſo, 
Jupiter, a ſwan, for the love of Leda: oh omnipotent love! 
how near the god drew to the complexion of a gooſe ; a 
fault done firſt in the form of a beaft, O Jove, a beaſtly 
fault; and then another fault in the ſemblance of a fowl ; 
think on't, Jove, a foul fault. When gods have hot backs, 
what ſhall poor men do? for me, I am here a Windſor' ſtag, 
and the fatteſt, I think, i' th' forcſt. Send me a cool rut- 
time, Jove, or who can blame me to piſs my tallow ? -who 
comes here? my doe? 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford and* Miſireſs Page. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer ? 
My male-deer ? 


Fal. My doe with the black ſcnt ? let the iky rain pota- 
toes, let it thunder to the tune of Green Sleeves, bail kiſſing- 
comfits, and ſnow eringoes; let there come a tempelt of 
provocation, I will ſhelter me here, 

Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs Page is come with me, ſweet heart. 

Fal. Divide me like a brib'd buck, each a haunch, I will 
keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the fellow of this 
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walk, and my horns I bequeath your huſbands, Am I a 
woodman, ha? ſpeak I like Herne the hunter? why, now 
is Cupid a child of conſcience, he makes reſtitution, As 1 
am a true ſpirit, welcome. [ Noiſe within. 
Mrs. Page. Alas! what noiſe ? 
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n forgive our ſins, 
Fal. What ſhould this be? | 
Mrs. Ford, Mrs, Page, Away, away. 
| [The women run out. 
Fal. I think the devil will not have me damu'd, 
Leſt the oil that is in me ſhould ſet hell on fire; 
He would never elſe croſs me thus. 


Enter Fairies. 


Quic, Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
You moon-ſhine revellers, and ſhades of night, 
You orphan-heirs of fixed deſtiny, 
Attend your office, and your quality. 
Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 
Piſt. Elves, liſt your names; ſilence, you airy toys, 
Cricket, to Windſor chimneys ſhalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou find'ſt unrak'd, and hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilbery. 
Our radiant queen hates ſlut and ſluttery. 
Fal. They are fairies, he that ſpeaks to them ſhall die. 
T'll wink and couch; no man their works muſt eye. 
[ Hes down upon bis face. 
Eva. Where's Bede? yo you, and where you find a maid 
That ere ſhe ſleep hath thrice her prayers aid, 
Raiſe up the organs of her fantaſie, 
Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs infancy ; 
But thoſe that ſleep and think not on their fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, ſhoulders, ſides and ſhins. 
Quic. About, about; 
Search Windſor caſtle, elves, within and out, 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacred room, 
That it may ſtand 'till the perpetual doom, 
In ſtate as wholeſome, as in ſtate 'tis fit; 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The ſeveral chairs of order look you ſcour. 
With juice of balm and cy'ry precious flow'r ; 
G 


11 
| 
| 
f 
1 


— 


— — 


66 THE MERRY WIVES 


Each fair inſtalment, coat, and ſev'ral creſt, 
With loyal blazon evermore be bleſt. 

And nightly-medow-fairies, look you ſing 

Like to the Garter-compaſs in a ring: 

Th' expreſſure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile freſh than all the field to ſee ; 

And, Hony ſoit qui Mal-y-penſe write 

In emrold-ruffs, flowers, purple, blue and white, 
Like ſaphire-pearl, and rich embroidery, 

Buckled below fair knight-hoods bending knee; 
Fairies uſe flow'rs far their charactery. 

Away, diſperſe ; but till tis one a clock 

Our dance of cuſtom round about the oak 

Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 

Eva. Pray you lock hand in hand, yourſelves in order ſet : 
And twenty glow-worms ſhall our lanthorns be 
To guide our meaſure round about the tree. 

But ſtay, I ſmell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heav'ns defend me from that Welſh fairy, 
Leſt he transform me to a piece of cheeſe. 

Piſt. Vild worm, thou waſt o'er-look'd even in thy birth, 

Quic. With trial-fire touch me his finger end; 
Tf he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend 
And turn him to no pain; but if he (tart, 

It is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 

Piſt. A trial, come. 

[They burn him with their tapers, and pinch him. 

Eva, Come, will this wood take fire? 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh. erat 

Quic. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in deſire ; 
About him, fairics, ſing a ſcornful rhime. 

And as you trip, ſtill pinch him to your time. 


The SON G. 
Fie on ſimple phantaſie : fie on luſt and luxury : 
Luſt is but a bloody fire, kindled with unchaſte deſire, 
Fed in heart whoſe flames aſpire, 
As thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; pinch him for bis villany © 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 


Till candles, aud ſtarlight, and moon-ſvine be out. 


[He offers to run out. 
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Enter Page, Ford, Sc. They lay hold on him. 


Page. Nay, do not fly, I think I have watcht you now ; 
Will none but Herne the hunter ſerve your turn ? 

Mrs. Page. 1 pray you come, hold up the jeſt no higher. 
Now, good Sir John, how like you Windſor wives ? 

See you theſe huſbands? do hot theſe fair oaks 
Become the foreſt better than the town ? 
Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now ? 
Maſter Broom, Falſtaff's a knave, a cuckoldy knave, 
Here are his horns, maſter Broom ; 
And, maſter Broom, he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford's 
But his buck-baſket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of mo- 
ney, which muſt be paid to maſter Broom; his horſes are ar- 
reſted for it, maſter Broom. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill Inck ; we could ne- 
ver meet, I will never take you for my love again, but 1 
will always count you my deer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an aſs. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too: both the proofs are extant. 

Fal. And theſe are not fairies : | 
J was three or four times in the thought they were not fai- 
ries, and yet the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſurprize 
of my powers, drove the groſſneſs of the foppery into a re- 
ceiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth of all rhime and rea- 
ſon, that they were fairies. See now how wit may be made 
a jack-a-lent, when 'tis upon ill imploy ment. 

Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your deſires, 
and fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford. Well ſaid, fairy Hugh. 

Eva. And leave you your jealouzies too, I pray you. 

Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou art 
able to woo her in good Engliſh. | | 

Fal. Have I laid my 'brain in the ſun and dry'd it, that 
it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs o'er-reaching as this? am 
I ridden with a Welch goat too? ſhajl I have a coxcomb 
of frize? tis time I were choak'd with a piece of toaſted 
cheeſe. 


Eva. Sceſe is not good to give putter; your pelly is all 
putter. £5 

Fial. Scefe and putter ? have I liv'd to ſtand in the taunt 
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Each fair inſtalment, coat, and ſev'ral creſt, 
With loyal blazon evermore be bleſt. 
And nightly-medow-fairies, look you ſing 
Like to the Garter-compals in a ring: 
Th' expreſſure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile freſh than all the field to ſee ; 
And, Hony ſoit qui Mal-y-penſe write 
In emrold-ruffs, flowers, purple, blue and white, 
Like ſaphire- pearl, and rich embroidery, 
Buckled below fair knight-hoods bending knee; 
Fairies uſe flow'rs far their charactery. 
Away, diſperſe ; but till 'tis one a clock 
Our dance of cuſtom round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 
Eva. Pray you lock hand in hand, yourſelves in order ſet : 
And twenty glow-worms ſhall our lanthorns be 
To guide our meaſure round about the tree. 
But ſtay, I ſmell a man of middle earth. 
Fal. Heav'ns defend me from that Welſh b. 
Leſt he transform me to a piece of cheeſe. 
Piſt. Vild worm, thou waſt o'er-look'd even in thy birth. 
Quic. With trial-fire touch me his finger end; 
If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend 
And turn him to no pain; but if he ſtart, 
It is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 
Piſt. A trial, come. 
[They burn bim with their tapers, and Hines, him, 
Eva. Come, will this wood take fire? 
Fal. Oh, oh, oh. 
Quic. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in e ; 
About him, , fairies, ſing a ſcornful rhime. 
And as you trip, ſtill pinch him to your time. 
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Fie on ſimple phantaſie : fie on luſt and luxury + a 


Luſt is but a bloody fire, kindled with unchaſte deſire, 
Fed in heart whoſe flames aſpire, 
As thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 
Pinch bim, fairies, mutually ; pinch him for bis villany : 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
Till candles, aud ſtar-light, and moon-ſhine be out. 


[He offers to run out. 


h. 
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Enter Page, Ford, Cc. They lay hold on him. 


Page. Nay, do not fly, I think I have watcht you now; 
Will none but Herne the hunter ſerve your turn ? 

Mrs. Page. I pray you come, hold up the jeſt no higher. 
Now, good Sir John, how like you Windſor wives ? 
See you theſe huſbands? do hot theſe fair oaks 
Become the foreſt better than the town ? 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now? 
Maſter Broom, Falſtaff's a knave, a cuckoldy knave, 
Here are his horns, maſter Broom ; 
And, maſter Broom, he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford's 
But his buck-baſket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of mo- 
ney, which muſt be paid to maſter Broom; his horſes are ar- 
reſted for it, maſter Broom. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill Inck ; we could ne- 


ver meet, I will never take you for my love again, but I 


will always count you my deer, 
Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an aſs, 
Ford. Ay, and an ox too: both the proofs are extant. 
Fal. And theſe are not fairies : 
J was three or four times in the thought they were not fai- 
ries, and yet the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſurprize 
of my powers, drove the groſſneſs of the foppery into a re- 
ceiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth of all rhime and rea- 
ſan, that they were fairies. See now how wit may be made 
a jack-a-lent, when 'tis upon ill imployment. 
Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your deſires, 


and fairies will not pinſe you. 


Ford. Well ſaid, fairy Hugh. 

Eva. And leave you your jealouzies too, I pray you.. 

Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou art 
able to woo her in good Engliſh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the ſun and dry'd it, that 
it wants matter to prevent fo groſs o'er-reaching as this? am 
I ridden with a Welch goat too? ſhajl I have a coxcomb 
of frize? tis time I were choak'd with a piece of toaſted 
cheeſe. 

Eva. Sceſe is not yoo to give putter ; your pelly is all 
pom: 

Fal. Scefe and abr? have 1 nd to ſtand in the taunt 
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of one that makes fitters of Engliſh? this is enough to be the 
decay of luſt and late-walking, through the realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why Sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thruft virtue out of our hearts by the head and 
ſhoulders, and have given ourſelves without ſcruple to hell, 
that ever the devil could have made you our delight ? 

Ford. What, a hodge pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrs. Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford. And one that is as flanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as Job? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and ſack, 
and wine, metheglins, and to drinkings, and ſwearings, and 


* ſtaring, pribbles and prabbles ? 


Fal. Well, I am your theme; you have the ſtart of 
me, I am dejected; I am not able to anſwer the Welſh 
flannel, ignorance ks is a plummet o'er me, uſe me as you 
will. 

Ford. Marry Sir, we'll bring you to Windſor to one Mr, 
Broom, that you have cozen'd of money, to whom you 
ſhould have been a pander: over and above that you have 
ſuffer'd, I think, to repay that money will be a biting af- 
fliction. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight, thou ſhalt eat a poſſet to 
night at my houſe, where I will deſire thce to laugh at my 
wife, that now laughs at thee, Tell her Mr. Slender hath 
marry'd her daughter, 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; 

If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is, by this, doctor Caius's 
wife, 


Enter Slender. 


Slen. What hoe! hoe l father Page! 
Page. Son? how now? .how now ſon, 
Have you diſpatch'd? 
Slen. Diſpatch'd? I'll make the beſt in Glouceſterſhire 


know on't ; would I were hang'd-la, elſe, 


Page. of what, ſon ? 
Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry miſtreſs Anne 


Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. IF it had not been i' th" 


it ! 


He 
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church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould have Cwing'd 
me, If I did not think it had been Anne Page, would I 
might never ſtir, and 'tis a poſt- maſter's boy. 

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong. | 

Slcn. What need you tell me that? I think fo, when I 
took a boy for a girl : if I had been marry'd to him, forall 
he was in woman's apparcl, I would not have had him. 

Page, Why, this is your own folly. 

Did not 1 tell you how you ſhould know my daughter by 
her garments ? 

Slen. I went to her in white and cry'd mum, and ſhe 
cry'd Budget, as Annc and 1 had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. | 

Mrs. Page, Good George, be not angry; 1 knew of 
your purpoſe, turn'd my daughter into green, and indeed 


ſhe is now with the doctor at the deanry, and there 
marry'd, 


Enter Caius, 


Cains, Ver is miſtreſs Page; by gar, I am cozen'd, I ba 
marry'd one garſvon, a boy; oon peſant, by gar, A boy; 
it is not Anne Page, by gar, I am cozcn'd, 

Mrs, Page. Why ? did you take her in green? 

Caius, Ay be gar, and 'tis a boy; be gar, III raiſe all 
Windſor. | 

Ford, This is ſtrange! who hath got the right Anne? 

Page, My heart miſgives me; here comes Mr, Fenton. 


_ How now Mr. Fenton ? 


Anne. Pardon, good father; good my mother, pardon, 
Page. Now miſtreſs, 
How chance you went not with Mr. Slender ? 
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, maid? 
Fent. You do amaze her. Hear the truth of it. 
You would have marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love : 
The truth is, ſhe and J, long ſince contracted, 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diſſolve us. 
'Th' offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 
Of diſobedience, or unduteous title ; 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
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of one that makes fitters of Engliſh? this is enough to be the 
decay of luſt and late-walking, through the realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why Sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thruft virtue out of our hearts by the head and 
ſhoulders, and have given ourſelves without ſcruple to hell, 
that ever the devil could have made you our delight ? 

Ford. What, a hodge pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrs. Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford. And one that is as flanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and ſack, 
and wine, metheglins, and to drinkings, and ſwearings, and 
| ſtaring, pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fat. Well, I am your theme; you have the ſtart of 
me, I am dejected; I am not able to anſwer the Welſh 
flannel, ignorance itſelf is a plummet o'er me, uſe me as you 
will. 2 

Ford, Marry Sir, we'll bring you to Windſor to one Mr, 
Broom, that yon have cozen'd of money, to whom you 
ſhould have been a pander: over and above that you have 
ſuffer'd, I think, to repay that money will be a biting af- 
fliction. 

Page. Vet be cheerful, knight, thou ſhalt eat a poſſet to 
night at my houſe, where I will defire ilice to laugh at my 
wife, that now laughs at thee, Tell her Mr. Slender hath 
marry'd her daughter, 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; 

If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is, by this, doctor Caius's 
wife. 


Enter Slender. 


. Slen. What hoe! hoe! father Page! 
Page. Son? how now? how now ſon, 
Have you diſpatch'd? | 
Slen. Diſpatch'd? I'll make the beſt in Glouceſterſhire 
know on't ; would I were hang'd-la, elſe, 
Page. Of what, ſon? 
Slen, I came yonder at Eaton to marry miſtreſs Anne 


Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it had not been i' th 
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church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould have ſwing'd 
me, If I did not think it had been Anne Page, would I 
might never ſtir, and 'tis a poſt-maſter's boy. 

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong. 

Slen What need you tell me that? I think fo, when I 
took a boy for a girl : if I had been marry'd to him, for all 
he was in woman's apparel, I would not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. 

Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daughter by 
her garments ? 

Slen. I went to her in white and cry'd mum, and ſhe 
cry'd Budget, as Annc and 1 had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. 

Mrs. Page, Good George, be not angry; 1 knew of 
your purpoſe, turn'd my daughter into green, and indeed 
ſhe is now with the doctor at the deanry, and there 
marry'd, 


Enter Caius, 


Cains. Ver is miſtreſs Page; by gar, I am cozen'd, I ha' 
marry'd one garſoon, a boy; oon peſint, by gar, A boy; 
it is not Anne Page, by gar, I am coucn'd, 

Mrs, Page, Why? did you take her in green? 

Caius, Ay be gar, and 'tis a boy; be gar, I'll raiſe all 
Windſor. 

Ford, This is ſtrange! who hath got the right Anne? 

Page, My heart miſgives me; here comes Mr, Fenton, 


How now Mr. Fenton? 


Anne. Pardon, good father ; good my mother, pardon, 
Page. Now miſtreſs, 

How chance you went not with Mr. Slender? 
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, maid? 
Fent. You do amaze her. Hear the truth of it. 

You would have marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love : 

The truth is, ſhe and 1, long ſince contracted. 

Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diſſolve us. 

'Th' offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 

And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 

Of diſobedience, or unduteous title ; 

Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
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A thouſand irreligious curſed hours 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy. 
n ſove, the heav'ns themſelyes do guide the ſtate 
Morrey buys lands, and wives are ſold by fate. 
Fal. I am glad, tho' you have ta'en a ſpecial ftand to 
ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath glanc'd, 
Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heav'n give thee joy! 
What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all forts of deer are chac'd. 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muſe no futther. Mr. Fenton, 
Heav'n give you many, many merry days. 
Good huſband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er by a country fire, 
Sir John and all. 
Ford, Let it be fo, Sir John: 
To maſter Broom you yet ſhall hold your word; 
For he, to night, ſhall lye with miſtreſs Ford. 
| [Exeunt omnes. 
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A thouſand irreligious curſed hours 
hich forced marriage would, haye brought upon her: 
en Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy. 
n ſove, the heav'ns themſelves do guide the ſtate; 
Morey. buys lands, and wives are ſold by fate. 
Fal. I am glad, tho” you have ta'en a ſpecial ftand to 
ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath glanc'd, 
Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heav'n give thee joy ! 
What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all forts of deer are chac'd. 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muſe no further. Mr. Fenton, 
Heav'n give you many, many merry days. 
Good huſband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er by 'a country fire, 
Sir John and all. 
Ford. Let it be fo, Sir John: 
To maſter Broom you yet ſhall hold your word; 
For he, to night, ſhall lye with miſtreſs Ford, 
OM [Exeunt omnes. 
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